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OR, ARIETTA AND THE RATTLESNAKES
BY AN OLD SCOUT
CHAPTE R 1.-The Waif of the Trail,
The shades of night were rapidly gathering
when Young Wild West, the well-known boy hero,
who was generally called the Champion Deadshot.
of the West, and his friends came to a halt at the
mouth of a rather wide 1·avine in a very wild part
of eastern Arizona. For more than two hours the
party liad been looking for a suitable spot to camp
for the night, and just as they were about to give
it up and take the best that could be had, and let
it go at that, they came within the sound that
was made by falling water. Water was what they
needed a great deal more than anything else, for
since the forenoon of the previous day they had
met with nothing but white sands and craggy
rocks, with very little in the way of vegetatio n.
"Here we are!" the young deadshot called out,
as he brought his sorrel stallion, Spitfire, to a halt
and looked at the tumbling rill that came down
the side of the ravine. "I reckon this is the place
'We have been looking for."
• Exclamat ions denoting their pleasure went up
from all his companio ns. The companio ns mentioned consisted of Arietta Murdock, the goldenhaired sweethea rt of Young Wild West; Cheyenne Charlie, the scout, and his wife Anna; Jim
Dart, the Wyoming boy, who was proud to be
known as a chum and partner of the young deadshot, and Eloise Gardner, his sweethea rt, and the
two Chinamen employed as servants by the pa.r ty,
who bore the names of Hop Wah and Wing Wah,
and were brothers. The two last mentione d did
not need to be told what to do, once they came to a
halt. They dismount ed without loss of time and
promptly proceeded to unload the two pack-hors es
they had been leading. As soon as the girls left
the saddle1;1, Wild, Charlie and Jim started in to
look out 'for the welfare of the horses. It happened that there was a thick growth of mesquite
growing on either side of the ravine, which was
fed by the trickling rill from the rocks above;
This shrubbery is very nutritious , and as a rule
the horses of the West and Southwes t are very
fond of it. There was a patch of grass a little
further along, too, so there was nothing to fear
about the animals not having plenty to eat. The
pck-hors es were soon relieved of their burdens
and the scout was just in time to take charge ot1

them after :r,,king after his own horse and that
of his wife.
"Now then, heathens, " he said, addressin g the
two Celestials , "I reckon you had better start
right in an' git a fire goin'. I'm hungry, an' I've
been thinkin' for two or three hours how good
that bear-stea k will taste. Hop, you jest git the
wood, while Wing is doin' somethin' else. There's
plenty of brush layin' around here, an' you kin
break it up mighty quick."
':Allee light, Misler Charlie," the one addressed
as Hop answered , smiling blandly. "You velly
smartee Melican man. You tellee me whattee me
do evely timee.. Maybe you no thlinkee me knowee
whattee do."
•
"Shet up, heathen," and then the scout turned
away with the two horses.
Wild and Jim walked back to the camping site,
and when the young deadshot saw the two Chinamen busy making preparati ons to start a fire he
nodded approving ly and said:
"That's right. The tents can be put up after
dark. Supper first."
.
"Wild, why can't you and Jim put up the tents,
so we can arrange things while we are waiting for
supper?" Arietta asked.
"We certainly can do that, little girl. But there
is no particula r hurry. Certainly it is not going
to rain."
The boy laughed lightly as he looked up at the
clear blue sky, for even though the sun had just
gone down, it was still quite light, though the
-s hadows were deepening all around them. More
to please his sweethea rt than anything else, the
young deadshot nodded to the boy. and said:
"Come on, Jim. We'll set up the tents."
The two boys knew well how to do this particular job, though it generally fell to the lot of the
two chinamen . However, before they had finished
Hop was there to help them, since after gathering the necessary wood he had nothing further t.o
do, as far as the getting ready of the supper waa
concerned. The day before Young Wild West and
his friends had shot considera ble in the way of
game, and they had brought enough with them t.o
last them two or three days. That morning, bow
ever, they had struck into an arid part of the
country, and nothing but a few jack-rabb its and
coyotes, with an occasional rattlesnak e, had bea
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met with. The young deadshot and his friends
were simply taking a horseback ride through one
of the wildest parts of the country, looking up
excitement and adventure, as was their wont to
do, since they were all well provided with money,
for they owned and were interested in quite a few
gold mines in various parts of the region then
called the Wild West. ;r'hings were different than
they are now, for at the time of which we write
much of the region lying west of the Rocky Mountains was partly unexplored, and in a decidedly
wild and uncivilized state. Of course there were
many t owns, and a few small cities, not to speak
of the number of mining camps, scattered about.
But the latter were more or less governed in peculiar ways.
Lynch law reigned supreme in a great many of
them, and even if a man were elected as justice
of the peace, it was seldom indeed that he went to
the trouble of sentencing a convicted rascal to
prison. Bad Indians wei:e to be met with very
often, and these with the outlaw bands, road
agents and other ruffians that had gathered from
all parts of the country to the geld diggings, gave
the young deadshot and his partners about all
they could do, as they pushed their way forward,
assisting in paving the way of civilization. They
had been following a plain trail all the afternoon
which they knew must lead to some settlement or
perhaps mining camp. But having found the spot
they wanted, they were well content to ~top there
for the night, for, as a rule, the.y slept m tents a
great deal more than they did in beds that were
covered by the roof of a house.
Wing, the cook, had all he needed to work with,
so jt was not long before the c-offee-kettle was
hanging over tire blaze, ,while he was preparing
both bear-meat and venison for broiling. The
tents being erected satisfactory, Arietta, Anna
and Eloise proceeded to put things to rights in
them, so everything would be in r eadiness when it
came time for them to retire for the night. The
darkness came before this time, and the myriad
of stars overhead twinkled in a dazzling way. It
has been said that the stars emit a greater light
in Ari_zona than they do in many other parts of
the globe.
This probably is due to the fact that the atmosphere is so clear, and the sky generally cloudless. Certainly it was not what might be called
pitch dark, even under the overhanging ledge that
was almost directly across the way at the opposite side of the ravine. Our friends could see objects distinctly, and the queer, misshapen rocks
that loomed up here and there soon took on the
aspect of human beings that seemed to be watching them in silence. But all this was old to
Young Wild West and his friends, for they had
bee-n so long riding on horseback through all parts
of the West that they were used to ali such things.
The supper was duly cooked, and then the hungry
travelers proceeded to partake of it. Hop Wah
sat at the side of a rock eating, and he kept givin?. orders to his brother, who finally grew angry.
'Whattee mattee, Hop?" he asked. "You allee
samee thlinkee me velly muchee fool, so be."
"You my fool blother," was the reply.
All hands laughed at this, though they had
heard the expression many times from the lips of
Hop Wah, the clever Chinee, for such he was
called, probably because he was a skilled magician

and a regular fiend for practical joking. No doubt
it was because of this that he had remained in
the employ of Young Wild West and his companions so long. But if he was able to make fun and
amusement for them, he certainly was good for
something else, too. On more than one occasion
his cleverness and skill as a magician had been
the direct means of saving their li:ves. No wonder,
then, that Hop Wah, even though his services
were not actualy required, as far as work was
concerned, had become a fixture to the party. Hop
was one of the first to finish eating his supper,
though it is safe to say that he ate about as much
as any one there, with the possible exception of
Cheyenne Charlie, who was known for the enormous ap petite he possessed. Bear-meat was a favorite di sh of the scout, and he declared that the
steak Wing gave him all for himself was about
as juicy and tender as 6ny he had ever eaten. He
had shot the bear himself, and probably that had
something to do with it, though it was a halfgrown animal, and of course must naturally be raiher tender. But the fact was that they were
not over fond of bear-meat. They had much preferred venison, or beef when they could get it.
Birds, such as quail and partridges, were to be
had a-a- a rule, and they, too; were enjoyed when
nicely prepared by the Chinese cook. I When he
had supplied them with all they wanted, the cook
proceeded to eat his supper.
"M1sler Wild," he said, when the young deadshot finallv got up and stood watching him, "me
gottee velly nicee piece of venison to makee stew
to-mallow. No goodee to bloil some more, so be."
''Venison stew will he all right, Wing. Probably we will be in a mining camp or settlement by
that time, and you will have plenty of time to go
ahead and make it."
"Allee light, Misler Wild, Um meat no savee
velly muchee longer, so be. Missee Alietta shootee
um deer two days ago."
"That meat won't spoil yet," Cheyenne Charlie
spoke up. "This ain't the kind of a country where
venison spoils very soon, even though it's hotter
than thunder all the time. It will git dried out,
an' lose a little of its flavor. But that won't
make no difference, when you come to make a
stew. There's somethin' about a venison stew
that's different from any other kind of a stew, an'
there ain't no one as knows it any better than I
do, 'cause the first piece of meat i ever tasted in
my life was from a buck my dad shot when I was
a little kid hardly able to talk."
"You have got a pretty good memory, Charlie,"
Wild said, laughingly.
"Oh, I ain't sayin' I remember it; but somebody
told me, I don't know jest who it was, but I reckon it must be a fact. Anyhow, I s'pose that venison must have tasted putty good. But it ain't l::ike
bear-meat yet. I remember the first piece of bear- ,
meat I ever tasted, though, an' it struck me as bein' about the best thing I ever put in my mouth.
That was-let me see-"
Before the scout could go on any further a cry
sounded from the direction of the trail they had
been folJowing.
"By jingo!" Young Wild West exclaimed,-turning quickly. "What was that?"
The cry was repeated, and this time they distinctly heard a call for help.
"Sounds like a woman, Wild," Charlie said, aa
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he started in the direction the cries came from.

"More like a boy," the young deadshot answered, in his cool and easy way. "I'll just answer
him."
Then Wild called out at the top of his voice:
"Hello, hello!"
A joyous shout was the almost instant response,
and then they could all plainly hear some one running rapidly toward them. A few seconds later
a form appeared from behind some rocks and
then they could all see that it was a boy probably
twelve years of age who was hastening to the
camp. Wild and Charlie ran to meet him. The
little fellow was rather neatly attired in a suit of
clothes that was not at all like the boys who were
natives of that part of the country were in t~e
habit of wearing. He was bare-head ed, and his
hair was awry. But he seemed to be full of grit,
• just the same, for he called out quickly:
"Hurrah! I knew I wasn't going to be lost all
night. I have found somebody ."
"Where did you come from?" Wild asked, as he
took him gently by the arm and conducted him
before the still blazing campfire.
·
"I came from that way," and he pointed in the
direction our friends had been traveling when
they heard the trickling of water and stopped to
pitch their camp for the night. "I have had a
horrible time of it, too. Robbers- stopped the
,stage, and I jumped out the first thing and hid
among the rocks. I was afraid to show myself, so
the robbers m ade the stage go on after they robbed all the passenger s. I'm awful glad that I
found you, you bet."
"What do you think of that, Wild?" Cheyenne
Charlie exclaimed , as he looked at the young deadshot in amazeme nt. "The kid says there was a
hold-up, an' that he jumped out of the stage, an'
then bein' afraid to show himself, come on down
the trail till he found us here. Sorter seems surprisin'-lik e, don't it?"
"A little that way, Charlie. But queer things
are happenin g every day, you know. We'll just
give the little fellow somethin g to eat, and then
when he settles down he can tell us all about it."
"I'm awful hungry," came from the boy, as he
looked at the cook, who had ceased eating, with a
portion of his meal before him.
"Me fixee velly muchee quickee!' 1 Wing exclaimed, and up he jumped, showing how willing he
was.
"My name is Richard Spencer- they call me
Dick," the boy said, hurriedly , as he watched the
movemen ts of the cook. "I might as well tell you
that now. I came all the way from Canton, Ohio,
to join my uncle, who lives in a place they call
Sandy Forks. This place is a mining camp, and
my uncle is a miner there. He's got lots of money,
too, and he sent enough on to pay my way out
here and have a little besides. The robbers didn't
get what I had left, and I'm awful glaq of it,
too."
He clapped his hand to his pocket, and his eyes
fl.ashed as he spoke. He was so willing to talk
that Wild permitted him to· go ahead, and his
story was about told when Wing had the supper
ready for him. The gist of it was that he had
become an orphan about two months before, and
an uncle who was a prosperou s miner at Sandy
Forks had sent for him to come and live with
ihbn. He had cOJne the enti;re distance alone, and
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was doing the last.. leg of it in the stage-coa ch
when a hold-up occurred.
According to his statement , the hoJ.4-up must
have occurred fully five miles from where our
friends were camped. The boy stated that it was
at a point where the trail turned sharply to the
right. Just how he had managed to get out of the
stage without being seen by the road agents could
only be surmised, but he had done so, and when
he saw that they took the same direction the
stage went, he decided that the best thing he
coulcf do was to come the other way, so he had
continued along the trail until he saw the light
of the campfire, and then he had shouted for all
he was worth. H.e..__wanted to keep right on talkin&" as he started eating, but Wild told him to be
quiet and enjoy the meal, so he -grinned broadly
and obeyed. Not until he had finished swallowin g
two cups of coffee, along with the food, did he
again begin talking. Then he went over about
the same thing, only dwelling a little more upon
his former life when he lived in Canton, Ohio.
Finally he grew tired of talking somewhat , and
after a short silence, he look,ed from one to the
other of the f1:ie1;1ds h~ had so fortunate ly found,
and then permittm g his eyes to rest upon the face
of the young deadshot, he said :
·
"I· have told you a lot about myself, and who I
am, and all that. Now maybe you'll tell me who
you are. I can see that you are the boss here."
"What makes you think that?" Wild asked
'-IDilingly.
' •
"By the looks of you, for· one thing, and the
way the rest have been talking for another. Say,
you're about the finest looking young fellow I've
ever met. I was just wonderin g if you could be
Young Wild West."
"You were rea!ly·wo ndering that, Dick?"
"Yes, I was. Am I right?"
"I reckon you are. My name is Young Wild
West, sure enough."
"Good!" and the little fellow clapped his hands
and fairly danced wtih delight. "I know you all
then," he said, "for I have read a lot about you i~
a paper my uncle used to send to us now and then.
This is Cheyenne Charlie, I'll bet," and he nodded
to the scuut.
"Right you.are, kid," Charlie said a broad grin
c;.1 his face.
"And this is Jim Dart," nodding to Jim.
"You have got that right, too."
"Let me see," and the boy thought a moment
as he looked first at Arietta, then at Anna and
Eloise. "I've forgot about the names of the
girls. But I read them once in that paper that
Uncle Jack sent us. It was about an ·express robbery, and how you all caught the thieves and got
a big reward."
"Never mind trying to think of their names. I'll
introduce you without any further delay," the
young deadshot ~nd said :
' 1Do you know one thing, Young Wild West?
I'm awful glad that thE: hold-up took place."
"You are, eh? How is that?"
. "Well, if it hadnt' been for the hold-up I wouldn't have met you people. I know you'll take me
to Sandy Forks, and turn me safely over to my
·Uncle Jack Speneer."
"You can bet y6Ur life we will, Dick. How far
is it to the mining camp, do you know?"
"One of the passenge rs said it was only about
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six miles away just before we were stopped.

We--"

The boy did not finish what he was going to
i;,ay, for at that moment the clatter of hoofs
sounded close at hand.
"Look out, everybody!" Young Wild West exclaimed. "I reckon the road agents are coming."
The boy gave a startled cry and at once ran for
shelter. But the young deadshot and his partners
were ready for anything that might happen, and
so were the girls and the two Chinamen. As they
drew back to the shelter of the rocks each• had a
rifle or revolver in readiness to shoot. The next
moment five horsemen rode up to within a dozen
yard& of the ~mpfire and came to a halt.
"Con1e out here and give up what you've got!"
came the command from the leader.

OHAPTER IL-Outwitted by the Road Agents.
The young deact10hot and his companions had
taken position so they could not very well be seen
by the new arrivals, and hence the leader commanded them to appear and give up what they
had. That was quite en ough to make Wild answer. But he did more than that. He suddenly
stepped out into full . view of the horsemen and
said~
"\Vhat's the trouble, strangers?"
There was a revolver in his hand, and it was
pointe l directiy at the foremost rider in the party.
"Ha!" the latter exclaimed, as he gave a start.
"Got a gun, have you? Drop it, kid, or I'll bore a
hole through you."
Sjnce the five men had co.me there jor the express purpose of attacking the camp and robbing
those who were in it, it was not strange that they
should have weapons in their hands at the time.
The leader held a revolver, but it happened that
it was extended toward the ground when he found
himself looking into the muzzle of Young Wild
West's gun. Even though he made the threat to
put a hole through the boy, he did not attempt to
raise his weapon. It must have occurred to him
that if he did so his life would be cut short.
"I reckon you're the leader of this gang," the
young deadshot said, as he stepped squarely up to
the horse the man was mounted on. "If you know
when you are well off you'll tell them to put away
their guns. I've got you dead to rights, and I
reckon you know it."
Then the boy coolly reached out and took the
revolver from the fellow's hand. Naturally, the
four men with him had all their attention attracted tc the boy who so coolly got the best of their
leader. This was the chance for Charlie and Jim
to appear, and they quickly did so, each with a
leveled rifle.
"Drop them guns," the scout called out, sharply.
The horseman furtl-,!:~t in the rear wheeled his
steed around and went galloping away in the
darkness. But the rest" feared to make such a
move, anti quickly put away their guns and threw
up their hands. Crang! Cheyenne Charlie could
see the outlines of the mans' horse as it was rapidly receding. A shrill cry of pa.in immediately followed, but the horse kept right on."
"Winged him, boys!" Charlie exclaimed, jubilantly. "Didn't have much of a chance to draw

a bead on him, but I reckon I got him in the left
arm. He'll have somethin' to remember me by for
a while, that's sartin."
The four men had masks on their faces, and no
doubt the one who made his escape wore one, too.
But our friends had been unable to see him
clearly.
.
"You're a fine lot of thieves, I must say," the
young deadshot said, in his cool and easy way.
"Made a hold-up this afternoon, and relieved a
few people of their money and valuables, did you?
Then you thought you would come around here
and take what we had, expecting to find little or
no resistance. But I reckon you made a mistake,
Mr. Road Agent. We are so used to this sort of
business that we have a way of taking care of
ourselves every time anything like this happens.
Now then, please get off that horse."
"Say, young fellow!" the horseman answered,
speaking slowly, and acting very much as jf he
was trying to control his feelings, "this is only a
little joke. We're cowboys from a neighboring
ranch, and when we seen you camped here an'
.noticed that there was girls here, we jest thought we would ride up an' give you a scare."
"You think we'll believe that, do you? Well,
you're much mistaken. I just told you to get off
that horse. Now if you don't do it inside of five
seconds, yo~ll fall off with a bullet in you."
"Oh, I'll git down, young feller. But you're
makin' a mighty big mistake when you're thinkin'
there's anythin' wrong about us." •
Then he hurriedly dismounted, looking over his
shoulder at the other three as he did so.
"Boys, just keep those fellows covered," the
young de.adshot said, in his cool and easy way._
Then he took the man by the arm and led him
directly to the fire.
"Come out here, girls, and have a look at him,"
Wild called out.
Not only did the girls obey, but little Dick
Spencer as well, and the moment he got a good
look at the prisoner, he exclaimed:
"'rhat's one of them! I can tell him by the
velvet coat he's got on. He was the one who gave
all the orders while the stage was at a stop. I was
hiding in the bushes, and I could see him well."
The prisoner gave a start the moment his eyes
rested upon the boy, but he quickly recovered, and
did not venture to make a reply to the explanation.
"I reckon we had better have a look at your
fac e, stranger," the young deadshot said, after a
rather lengthy pause.
The man made a move to prevent him from removing the mask, but a warning motion of the
gun in the boy's hand caused him to change his
mind. Wild ripped off the mask, and the face of
a man of middle age was disclosed. A closelycropped beard adorned his face, and he might
have been called fairly handsome. Certainly he
did not look like the average run of the villains
to be found in that part of the country. As the
boy had remarked, he wore a velvet coat, which
was cut in semi-military fashion, and fitted him
neatly. Breeches of the same material adorned
his lower extremities, and a pair of high-topped
riding boots with spurs attached made up the full
complement. The hat he wore was rather narrowbrimmed, and of velvet, too, while his hair, like
his beard, was cut cl~se. ·A loosely-knotted tie ap-
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peared at his throat, and, all \n all, he was attired in what might be called a rather expensive
fashion.
"You remind ·me something of a fellow I once
met who called himself a gentleman outlaw," Wild
said, as he took a quick survey of him. "But you
are not tha t man for he is dead. He fought it
out with me, _you know, and in order to keep from
being shot myself, I had to shoot him. I hope
that won't be your fate, for I am very much opposed to shooting a fellow being, even though
there is no alternative."
·
"You talk as if you were about twice as old as
you are," the prisoner said, showing a little curiosity, and for· th~ time apparently forgetting
that he was in a desperate strait.
"You think so, eh? Well, I don't mind telling
you ~hat I have had a lot of experience with such
fellows as you, even though I am rather young.
I am only a boy, of course, but I can't help that.
Give me time and I'll be a man."
"Who are you, anyway, young fellow?"
"If I tell you who I am, will you tell me your
name?"
"Yes; I am never afraid to tell my name. I'll
tell it to you first. My name is Hammond, Captain Hammond they call me, because I once held
the position of captain in the regular army."
There was a tinge of pride in the man's voice as
he gave this information.
.
"Gave up the military life to become a common
thief, did you?"
"Oh, no, young fellow. I am not a common
thief. I am far above that. But it must have
been that I was born to be free and do as I liked,
and I frankly admit that I prefer the life I am now
leading to t~at of a military officer. But tell me
who you are. I am really anxious to know.' '
"My name is Young Wild West.''
"Ah! I expected to hear you say that. Sorry,
indeed, I am that I came here for if I had known
you were here I certainly wouid have kept away.''
Wild laughed lightly. He was only human, so
he could not help feeling a trifle proud of the fact
that his name had such a weight to the general
run of evil-doers.
"C;:1.ptain Hammond," he said, after thinking
for a moment, "I am sorry to put you out any,
but we'll have to deliver you to the authorities
over at .Sandy Forks. No doubt they will be very
glad to reecive you, since you certainly must have
caused them heaps of trouole from your operations along the trail."
·
"You say you are sorl'y Young Wild West. But
certainly you are not hafr as sorry as I am. If
I am taken to Sandy Forks the chances are I will
be lynched without ceremony. You are right in
saying that they will be very glad to receivt! me.
Now then, you don't want to see a lynching occur,
do you?"
"Certainly not. I don't believe in lynchings.
But I'll take my chances on that happening. I
reckon with the assistance of my two partners we
can prevent a lynchin~ and see to it that you are
duly turned over to the sheriff of the county.''
"Very well. I shall expect you to do that much.''
Captain Hammond, as he called himself, was
ve_:ry cool now, and appeared to be resigned to his

fate .

."Hop," Wild called out, without taking his eyes

from the face of the man, "fetch a rope here and
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tie this man. Then we'll take care of the other
three. One of them got away, but he's got a
wounded a1·m, so the chances are we'll get him before tomorrow night."
")'."au may as well git him now," a voice shou.ted
close at hand, and then a revolver began cracking.
Wild heard the hum of a bullet, and stepped
back as quick as lightning, while for the moment
Charlie and Jim turned their attention from the
three men they were covering to look after the
sudden attack. Captain Hammond might have
been as much surprised as anyone_there, but if so
he was quick to recover. He must have realized
that the chance had come for him to make his escape, for he leaped back suddenly, calling out as
he did so:
"Shoot them down, boys!"
Crack, crack! Two more shots were fired, and
Wild and his partners were forced to seek cover.
They could -not see who was doing the firing, so
did not return the shots. It happened that Hammond's horse was standing partly behind a big.
to!!k, .and as quick as a flash he leaped around
the latteF and, pulling tl:ie animal . toward him,
swung ~:umself in -t he saddle and went galloping
away hke a shot. Having · been forced to get
back, the young deadshot and his partners were
unable to draw a bead on him.
"Ha, ha, ha!" came from behind the rocks, and
then another horse was heard galloping away.
"Outwitted, by jingo!" the young deadshot exclaimed, "and by one man, too, for I am well satisfi.ed that the fellow who did all this was the one
you shot in the arm, Charlie. You couldn't have
hurt him a great deal, and he shows that he had
lots of nerve to come back here and open fire on
us. Lucky none of us didn't get hit.''
"It's git after 'em, Wild," the scout suggested.
"No use in that," was the reply, with a shake
of the head. "They know the lay of the land, and
in the darkness we would be more apt to get shot
down from ambush than to find and recapture
them.''
"I guess I came pretty near getting hurt, Young
Wild West," little Dick ~pencer called out just
then. .
He stepped forward, holding the sleeve of his
coat, and Arietta promptly hastened to him.
"A bullet passed through his coat sleeve, Wild!"
the girl exclaimed excitedly.
"A miss is as good as a mile, Et," was the reply.
Then the boy shook his head, for he was plainly
disappointed with the way things had turned out.
It had been very easy to get the best of the five
masked men, but to think that they should get
away after it had been done was really galling to
the young deadshot. However, he was not the one
to worry about such matters. He knew very well
that it would be next to useless to try and find the
villains that night. But since they were operating along the trail that led to the mining camp
the chances were that they must have a secret
location somewhere within a few miles. This
meant that they might easily be met with the
next day, or if not then a little later on.
"Boys," he said, nodding to his two partners
"I reckon we are going to stay in these parts until
we settle accounts with Captain Hammond and his ·
gang. I could never rest easy if we had to go
away. from here without doing it. It &'Qlls me to
let such villains get the best of me, especially
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when I felt sure that we were going to take them
to Sandy Forks and turn them ov.er to the authorities there."
"Never mind, Wild," Arietta said, in a symp;:i.thizing way. "They got the best of you, but it's
only temporary, I'm sure."
"That's the way to talk, little girl," and the
boy's face immediately lit up with a smile.
Charlie was not yet satisfied, however. He began urging Wild to make a scouting trip on foot
to make sure that the five road agents were not
somewhere about. Finally the young deadshot
consented to do so. The two soon left the camp,
and for half an hour made a silent search about
the vicinity. But no traces could they find of the
horsemen, so they returned and decided to take
things easy until it was time to retire. Dick Spencer, whom Arietta nicknamed the waif of the
trail, soon became talkative again, and 1-elated
much about himself and what he intended to do
when he got' safe with his uncle.
".I'll be a rich man by the time I am twentyone, I'm sure," he declared proudly. "I am going
to grow up in the western country, just as i:lome
heroes I have read of did. They all became rich,
and why shouldn't I?"
They all smiled at this, but there was not one
of his hearers who did not think that the possibilities of his ambition being acquired were right
at hand. The usual watch was kept during the
night, and it passed off quietly enough. Little
Dick declared the next morning that he had been
quite a little time getting to sleep, but once he did
his .slumber had been sound, and he felt fresh and
eager to get to the mining camp as soon as possible. Knowing _that they were but a short distance from it, Wild decided to go over there and
make it their headquarters until he had settled accounts with the road agents.

CHAPTER III.-Dick Is Turned Over to His
Uncle.
"I reckon you can ride with me, :pick," Young
Wild West said to the "waif of the trail," as Arietta had nicknamed him.
"Can I?" the boy asked eagerly. "But," and
his face fell, "maybe it would be too much weight
for Spitfire."
"Oh, no. He has often carri"ld a double burden, and he gets over the ground about as fast,
too, when it's necessary."
The two Chinamen were busy loading the packhorses when Wild spoke to the boy, and as soon
as they were ready the sorrel stallion was saddled,
and then waiting until the rest had mounted, Wild
g?t into the saddle and pulled Dick up behind
him.
"Now you just take it easy, and keep hold of
me or tne saddle," he said. "Of course we are not
going to do any fast riding this morning, for it is
not necessary. However," and he looked at the
boy and smiled, "should the road agents happen
to stop us there might be some excitement, and
dead to rights, and then was foolish enough to let
away from them.''
"You wouldn't run away from them, Young
Wild West," the little fellow declared. "You
couldn't make me believe anything like .t hat. I
u.w what you did last night.~
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"Yes, you saw what I did. I had those fellows
dead to rights, and then was foolish enough to let
them make their escap.e ."
·
"You couldn't help that. You'll get them again,
I'm sure."
"I reckon I will," and so saying the young
deadshot started off, Ari-etta coming up and riding at his side as she usually did when they were
on the trail.
It · was not necessary for Wild to tell his companions to keep a watch for the appearance of the
road agents. They were all ready for anything
that might happen, and in this way they proceeded along, and in due time came to the exact
spot where little Dick Spencer said the hold-up
had occurred. Wild called a halt and dismounted,
leaving the boy to hold the L: idle-vein. As soon as
they saw him do this Cheyenne Charlie and Jim
Dart quickly dropped to the ground. Then all
three began looking about. It happened that
there was a sharp bend in the trail within a few
yards of where they had halted, with quite a
high bank rising up perpendicularly. This was
partly covered with hanging vines, and here and
there a scraggy pine or oak-was growing. On the
other side the round was comparatively level,
though very rocky, with a patch of timber about
a hundred yards away . .
"Boys, there may be" a cave hidden about here
somewhere," Wild said, after he had taken a good
look at their surroundings. "But if there is it
isn't right at this spot. But never mind. It's
only a short distance to the mining camp, if the
boy is correct in what he said."
"I heard the driver tell it to the passengers two
or three times, and just before the hold-up was
made I am sure he said it was only between five
and six miles to Sandy Forks," Dick called out.
"All right. W e'lL go right on, and tum you
over to your uncle. Then you ca'n start right in
and begin to get rich, for certainly he means .to
give you a good chance."
"You bet he doesl Uncle Jack is all right, and
I know it, though it is a long time since I saw him
last. But what he wrote in the letter showed
me that he was goingto push me ahead and make
a rich man of rr,e. He is rich himself, you know.
Owns a mine, and has got about a . dozen men
working for him."
The young deadshot and his partners mounted
their horses again, and then they rode along over
the trail. The boy was right in saying that it
was not very far to the mining camp, for in less
than half an hour they came to a plateau, from
which they could see a mining camp located a
couple of miles below them. There was a broad
stream running straight to the collection of shanties and tents. Then it split and went on either
side of it in the form of little creeks, only to come
together again a mile below.
·
"I reckon we know why they call that place
Sandy Forks, Wild," Cheyenne Charlie remarked,
after he had taken a look at the scene below.
"That's right, Charlie. It's easy enough. I
suppose theres' plenty of sand down there, and
tne forks of the river made someone suggest the
name of Sandy Forks."
"That's it exactly," and the scout turned and
looked at his wife as if he wanted her to understand that he was pretty good at guessing.
.They rode on down the torturous descent, for.
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the plateau was much higher than the mining
camp. When they were within half a mile of the
place they saw a stage comi.ng.
"The stage is going back!" Dick exclaimed. "I
heard it was going to leav.e Sand.y Forks at eight
o'clock." .
"It's only five minutes past eight now," . Wild
answered, as he looked at his watch. "I reckon it
left pretty nearly on time this morning."
Two men were sitting on top of the stage ba ck
of the driver, and each had a rifle. Our friends
knew that they mtlst be there for the purpose of
guarding the outfit against an attack from the
road agents. No doubt there was a mail bag to be
delivered at the town the stage line ran to. As
they neared the stage the driver suddenly reined
in his horses and put on the brake.
"Thunder an' lightnin' !" our friends heard him
exclaim, as he turned to the two men behind him.
"Here's the boy now."
"Hello, driver!" Dick called out, waving his
hand. "I'm all right. I'm with Young Wild West.
These. people found me."
' Two passengers who happened to be inside the
stage prompt!¥ got out. Then the driver and the
two guards quickly got down upon the ground and
ran to greet the boy. While the passengers had
never seen him before, the driver and the two
guards had, and they were astonished as well a,s
delighted to see him safe and sound.
"Your uncle and a whole lot of men has been
lookin' for you all night. They jest got in at daylight this morning, an' said t.)-ley woul<). have to
give it up. They all thought you must have fell
over a cliff or somethin'. I reckon Jack Sp~cer
will be a whole lot pleased when you reach him,
kid," the driver said. "But say, you said you was
with Young Wild West. Is that him on the horse
with you?"
"That's him," the boy answered quickly. "What
do you think of. him?"
"I'd like to shake hands with him, 'cause I know
all about him, even though I never met him
afore."
Wild put out his hand, and the stage-driver
shook it, showing that he was delighted at the opportunity. Then Dick took it on himself to introduce the rest of the party, and there was a general handshaking all around, the two passengers
participating in it.
"Are you going to tell them about what hlj,.Ppened last night?" the boy asked, in a whisper to
Wild.
.
"Not necessary, Dick," was the reply. "I hate
to speak about that. I made a fool of myself, you
know."
"No, you didn't. But never mind. You know
what is best. We won't .say a word about it."
Wild nodded, and then ·looking at one of the
guards, he said:
,,,.. "I reckon you fellows must have had a pretty
toogh time of it yesterday afternoon."
"Got took by surprise," was the reply. "They
cleaned out all the passengers. But we ain't
afraid of 'em, so jest let 'em show up ag'in."
"Got much of value with you on this trip?"
"No. , Nothin' in the way of money, unless
there's some in the letters what's in the mail-bag.
It ain't likely they'll bother us this mornin'. They
mostly ' look for them what's comin' back, an'
eometimes they make a putty good haul."
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' ·Does a hold-up happen very often?"
"Three or four times a month. But they don't
always git what they're after. Sometimes we
drive 'em off."
"Must be a pretty big gang of the road agents."
"Never seen more than four or five at one time.
But they've got a way of comin' on you so sudden-like that there ain't much of a chance."
"I see. But take my advice and be on the watch
for them. The only thing to do is to shoot them
right down the moment they appear."
"An' then git shot yourself," the other guard
added, with a shrug of the shoulders.
·
"Oh, if you feel that way about it you had better not do any shooting, then," Wild said, with a
sort of sneer, for he took it for granted · right
a\3/ay that the fellow was a coward.
The conversation was carried on for about five
minutes after that, and then the driver got upon
his box, and after the passengers and guards had
taken their places, he drov e off, all of them waving their hats to our friends, who answered in
the _game way. In about the centre of -the sandy
flat upon which the mining camp lay was the
store, hotel and blacksmith shop grouped so that
a triangle was formed between them. The shanties occupied by the miners and their families
were erected in irregular form, and the one thoroughfare that ran through the centre was the
only accessible one for a vehicle. Paths ran between the shanties in all directions, probably to
the claims that were being worked by different
men living there. Nearly every man had gone to
work, it seemed, but there were a couple of loiterers such a s are alwa ys to be found hanging
about a place where liquors are sold. They stared
at the -newcomers as they rode up, and finally
one of them hurried inside and came out with a
bare-headed man, who was wearing an apron. He
was undoubtedly the proprietor of the hotel, as it
might be called, for he at once assumed a business-like air, and greeted our friends warmly.
The two idlers became very curious when little
Dick Spencer slipped from the back of the sorrel
stallion.~
"Say,'"' one of them said, somewhat excitedly,
as he turned to the hotel man, "maybe that's the
boy what Jack Spencer· has been lookin' for all
night."
"Maybe it is," was the reply.
"You have got that just right, my' friend," Wild
answered, as he dismounted. "This is the boy
who got left behind after the hold-up :was made
yesterday afternoon. Where . ·can we find his
uncle?"
1:he· three men were completely amazed, and
they talked excitedly for two or three minutes
<before they paid any particular attention to ihe
young deadshot and his companions.
"Hunky," the hotel proprietor said, suddenly as
if he had just thought of it, "I reckon you haq
be.tter go over an' tell Jack Spencer to come here
right away. I'll fix up somethin' to eat for the
kid, 'cause he must be mighty hungry, after bein'
out all night."
·"I am not at all hungry," Dick answered smilingly. "I have been well taken care of. I found
the camp of Young Wild ,W est last night, and you
can bet they fixed me up all right."
Again the three men showed great amazement.
"Is that Young Wild West?" the hotel man

8

YOUNG WILD WEST'S THREE SHOTS

asked, as he looked curiously at the young deadshot. ·
"Yes, that's him."
"Good! I'm awful glad to have him come here.
Say, Young Wild West, my name is Jim Salter,
an' I'm the owner of. thrs here hotel, which is
called the Paradise. I think it's a sort of honor
to have you put up here, 'cause you're the ChJ:1,mpion Deadshot of the West, an' have done so much
for the good of the country out this way."
Wild smiled.
"Mr. Salter," he said, as he shook hands with
him, "I reckon we'll pitch our camp somewhe1·e
around. I don't mean that your hotel isn't good
enough for us. But by the size of it, I imagine
that if you have any other guests here we could
hardly find accommodations. There are quite a
number of us, you know."
"Only six of yo:u, an' I reckon I could stow you
away all right."
"You makee lillee mistakee, so be," Hop Wah,
the clever Chinee, spoke up, as he rode forward
on his piebald cayuse and grinned at the man.
.. You countee some more, Misler Melican Man.
Len you findee more Ian six."
"I wasn't countin' you two heathens," Salter
answered, shaking his head disgustedly. "You
fellers could put up along with the horses, which
is good enough for heathens."
Wild shot a warning glance at Hop, so no reply
was made to the insult.
"Never mind, Mr. Salter," he said, in his cool
and eai;y way. "We'll pitch.our camp over near
the creek to the left."
"Jest as you like, Young Wild West, but I'd be
willin' to make reductions in the price, jest for
the sake of havin' you an' your pards an' the gals
stop here."
"That would be no inducement to us. We are
in the habit of camping out most of the time, and
it would seem strange if we made a change just
now."
They had crossed a rude bridge which spanned
the little creek, and Wild had not failed to notice
that close to it was an admirable spot _for camping purposes.
"Do you think there would be any objections if
we were to camp over there near the bridge?" he
asked, as he pointed to the spot.
"Objections! Why, sartinly not."
"All right, then. We'll go over there and put
up our tents. But say, that fellow is a ~ittle slow
in going to let Jack Spencer know that his nephew
has arrived safely."
"That's so, tooi What's the matter with you,
Hunky?" and Salter turned angrily to the man he
had told to go on the mission.
"Excuse me," was the quick reply. "I wanted
to listen, that's all. I'll go right away."
Then he started off at a run. By this time half
a dozen or more women and children were to be
seen looking from the doors of the shanties near
at hand. Probably the picturesque appearance of
the party of riders attracted their attention.
No doubt they had all heard how the boy had
become suddenly missing when the hold-up was
made out on the trail, and possibly they suspected that the boy they now saw was the one.
But they were rather timid about coming any
n.earer, so it :was not necessary to make any ex-

planations to them. Having decided where they
would camp, Wild turned to the boy and said:
"You come with us. Your uncle can come to
our camp."
"Of course I'll go with you," was the quick reply. "I am going to stay right with you until
you turn me over to Uncle Jack."
"You had better stay here, kid," the hotelkeeper urged. "There'll be a big crowd here in no
time, after the word gits around that you have
been found."
"Lookin' for business, I reckon," Cheyenne
Charlie spoke up, a broad grin on his face. "Want
to have the boy here so as to git a crowd that will
spend money for drinks. But I reckon you won't
lose nothin', 'cause they'll all come here, anyhow,
after they have seen the boy an' find that everything is all right."
"I s'pose they will," was the reply. "It's all
right. Don't think I'm tryin' to do anything
wrong. I'm all right with you, an' to prove it I'm
willin' to let you all put up at my hotel from now
till tomorrow mornin' for nothin'. That's• the 'kind of a man I am."
They thanked him for his offel_a. and then turned
and soon reached the campin~pot. Hop and
Wing were instructed to unload the two packhorses and put up the two tents without delay.
But long before they had finished the work a
dozen or more men were seen hurrying to the
spot. Some of them in order to get there the
quicker waded across the little creek, not taking
the trouble to go around and cross the bridge.
Wild saw a man running along with the fellow
called Hunky, and he took it for granted that he
must be the lad's uncle.
"Is that your Uncle Jack, Dick?" he asked, as
they came across the bridge.
"Yes, I guess that's him. It's so long since I've
seen him that I've almost forgot." ·
Then the boy suddenly started to meet them.
"Ther e he is, Jack !" Hunky exclaimed, as if he
felt that the honor of finding the kid was due to
him. "Never got a hair of his head harmed.
Found Young Wild. West's camp last night an'
stayed with him."
/.
'
Jack Spencer, the miner, for it surely was he
grabbed the boy and gave him a bear-like hug. '
"Never slept .a wink all night. Lookin' for you
all the time, kid," he said. "I don't know what
I'd done if you had never been found, afte1· my
sen<fin' for you to come out here. I'm goin' to
make you my heir. Ain't got no kids of my own
you k!1ow. My! you're a . bright feller, if I knoV:
anythmg."
Little Dick was overjoyed, for certainly he
could not have received a warmer reception.
CHAPTER IV.-Doctor Simms.
Little Dick Spencer found it rather hard to
leave Young Wild West and his f Jiends, but he
assured them with t ears in his eyes t hat he was
going to stick to his determination to become ricli,
and that he would see them frequently before they
left the mining camp.
"Don't forget about the road agents, Young
Wild West," he said, as he was about to walk
away with his uncle. "You know what you said
you meant to do."
"I won't forget, Dick," the young deadshot an-
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~ered laughingl y. "We'll have them before very
"Very smart, are you?" Salter answered , grinlong, you can bet on that."
ning broadly. "That's all right.
knowed a
Jack Spencer, the miner, wanted to know what few heathens in my time what was I've
mighty smart.
the boy meant when he spoke that way, and un- Putty tricky, too. But I take you to
be a mighty
able to keep back the whole-sto ry, Dick r elated a ll easy-goin ' heathen."
that had happened , even after he arrived a t the
"You velly nicee Melican man, Misler Boss. Me
camp of the young deadshot and his friends the knowee lat."
night before. The result was that in less than
"Somebod y must have told you, then," and Salan hour it got prettv well sprea d about the camp ter grinned a little broader
this time.
that Young Wild West ha d captured the whol e . "You likee havee lillee dlink?"
said, turnbunch of the outlaws, but they had outwitted him m g to the two men, who were Hop
looking on exand made good their escape. Then m en beg an pectantly .
coming to the camp, for quite a number of them
That was just what they wanted. They had
did not see fit to go back to their work a gain tha t been waiting for someone to invite
them to drink
morning, and all sorts of questions were put to and .without any loss of time they hastened
to th~
our hero and his partners. Wild assur ed them in bar.
his cool and easy way that he did not intend to
"Maybe you likee dlink,
so be," the Chinaleave that part of the country until the gang had man remarked, as he lookedtoo,
smilingly at the probeen corralled, and he was cheered roundly for prietor.
saying it.
"I ain't in the habit of refusin', especially when
Meanwhil e Hop Wah had slipped away from a r eal gent is invitin' me," was the reply.
the camp as soon as his work there was done. Of
"Allee light. Evelybod y dlinkee. Me gottee
course he m ade his way directly to the Para dise uncle in China whattee likee dlinkee tanglefoo t
Hotel, for one of the failings · the clever Chinee and me allee samee likee my uncle."
'
had was a fondness fo r tanglefoot, as he called
The glasses were
upon the bar, and all four
whisky. But even if he could in any way be ex- took their drinks. put
HoJ:.l wiped his mouth
cused for that many might have put him down as and wa lked leisurelyThen
over to (he door and looked
being anything but a strictly upr ight man, since toward the crowd, which
was still gathered at the
he was a confirmed gambler, and very often camping spot Young Wild
cheated in order to win. H owever, the young shor t time before. The twoWest had selected a
men followed him
deadshot and his pa rtner s n ever permitted him leaviD:g t he proprieto
the bar waiting t~
to take mone y from anyone in this way, unless be p aid for _the round r~ behind
Hop _began telling a story
it happened to be a pr ofessiona l card sharp who that had neither head nor
tail to it , but he rattled
was bent. on fleecing the Chinam an.
it off in such a way that he caused his two listenWhile Hop was in their . employ they did not ers to laugh, probably because they thought it
feel that they had full control of him when he must be something in the way of a joke, since
was away from the camp and there was no 'Work they could not understan d what he was telling
for him to do. But never would they permit him them.
to do anything that had a shade of the dishonest
"Say," called out Salter, becoming impatient
about it, unless it happened to be a '>case of dia- "d!,dn't you fo!git sm:_nethil!-', my heathen friend?",
mond cut diamond, as has just been stated. When
Me takee hllee dhnk with you," was the quick
Hop entered the barroom of the shanty hotel only reply, and without waiting a second the heathen
the two loitm-ers who had been there when our hastened to the .bar.
friends rode into the camp were present, with the
"I didpt' ask you to have no drink. I ain't in
exception of the proprieto r, who, of course, had the habit of doin'
to be there, since his helper was then asleep, hav- ~hen somebody paysthat very often, unless it's
me a bill they owe me. I
ing kept the place open dui;ing the entire night, Jest mentioned
you forgot to pay me for them
Jim Salter, the proprieto r, and the two men knew drinks we had that
about five minutes ago."
that the Chinaman was a member of Young Wild
"Oh, me forgittee, so be. You excusee me, MisWest's party, and the fame of the young deadshot ler Boss."
,
·
having spread through that part of the country,
Then Hop, just as if he really had forgotten it,
made it easy for Hop to become on -friendly ,terms ~hough of course ,he had
not, and was simply trywith them.
mg to worry Salter,
the money and setEven though he had suggested that Hop and tled the bill. After produced
doing this he took a seat at
Wing might put up with the horses in case the <;>ne of the tables the barroom
contained , and pickparty decided to stop at the hotel, Salter treated mg up a paper tha
about three weeks old he
him cordially now. But Hop had not forgotten proc~eded to look itt was
that he might
that particula r remark, and he 1·esolved to get possibly ask them ver. Thinking
again, the two men
square with the hotel man. He was in no hurry walked over and sattoatdrink
the same table.
about doing it, but- being very · intelligen t, far
"You likee play dlaw pokee?" the Chinaman
above the average of his race, in fact, he felt the queried
smilingly.
cut keenly, for the Chinaman had long since re"Dead broke," one of them answered quickly.
garded himself as being on an- equal par with the "Couldn't
play if I wanted to."
average American . Having been to so many min"The same here," his companio n added. "I've
ing camps, meeting the various classes of men to
feelin' sick for the past month, an' ain't
be found in them, the clever Chinee easily under- been
stood just what sort of men the two loungers done much work."
"Both of you are too lazy to work," call~d out
were. After saluting the boss in his bland way,
~falter, as he came from behind the bar. "You
tthe Chinaman said:
"Me likee havee lillee dlop of tanglefoo t. Me Jest hang around here an' wait for somebody to
come along an' treat you. Hunky, ;vou ain't nG
Yelly smartee Chinee."'
more sick than I am."
'
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"I'm sick of work, anyhow, Jim," retorted
Draw poker is a favorite g;me among miners,
Hunky. "What's the use of a man tirin' himself so it did not take long for a game to start right
out workin' all the time when he kin live without away, the clever Chinee being one of the participants. For reasons of his own Hop did not play
it?"
"Mighty poor way of livin', thoug)l, that you an' anything but a square game, and .after keeping at
Jerry have."
it until noon, he founa that he was the winner of
"So long as it suits us, what's the difference? a fair ten dollars. But he knew pretty well that
This is a public place, an' I reckon we've got a the men who were playing with him were honest,
right to come here if we want to," the one called and not trying to cheat, so he was satisfied to let
Jerry retorted, somewhat spiritedly. "Jest as it go at that, and wait for someone to come along
soon as we git off this little spree o-f ours we,'11 who thought he was very clever. The miners
b'oth go to work, unless it happens that some playing with him broke up the game so they might
angel comes along an' hands us over a bunch of go to their dinner, and just as Hop was thinking
money, like what happened last week. I'd jest of walking over to the camp for that same purlike to see that feller show up here ag'in, blamed pose a horseman rode up 'before the shanty hotel,
leading two burros behind him, each of which had
if I wouldn't."
"It aint' likely he'll show up ag'in very soon. two bundles upon its back. The man was eviHe was a fool, anyhow, for givin' each of you fifty dently a stranger, and he looked so peculiar that
dolla rs jest for catchin' his horse which had run the attention of the miners in and out of the place
away from him. Must have had more money than was instantly drawn to him.
Certainly he did not look to be a native of this
brains."
The two men laughed as if they thought it a part of the country. A long linen duster butvery good joke. ·
. toned all the way down covered what other cloth"You got most of the money we had, anyhow, ing he might have on, with the exception of the
so what are you kickin' about?" Hunky said, after blue government trousers and a pair of heavy
·boots. His face was covered by a bushy, gray
a pause.
"That's all right. I'm here to sell liquors an' beard, and long gray locks hung down under the
sich like, an' if anyone has got the money it's my tattered straw hat that adorned his head. Added
place to take it from 'em an' give 'em value re- to this, he wQre a pair of spectacles, and taking
ceived. But what was the heathen jest sa_yin' him all in all, he certainly looked to be a comical
sort of character who happened along at the min·
about playin' poker?"
"You likee play dlaw pokee?" Hop asked, look- ing camp during the noon hour. Without tying
either the horse or the two burros, the stranger
•
ing at him innccently.
"Sometimes I do. I reckon if you stay here till pushed his way boldly into the barroom.
"Where's the boss?" he demanded, looking
tonight you'll git all the draw poker you want,
around sharply.
heathen." .
"Right here," came from Salter, who was grin"Me stay, so be. · Me likee play dlaw pokee. Me
velly smartee Chinee. Me alle-e samee winnee two, ning broadly. "What kin I do for you?"
"I want food and shelter for man and beast,"
thlee thousand dollee."
This caused all three of them to laugh. Just was the reply. "I am Doctor Simms from New
then a couple of miners came in, and noticing that York .State, and I've come West to save the lives
Hop was one of the members of Young Wild of hundreds of people who get sick ,i;nd die and
...
West's party, they promptly urged him to have don't kn ow what for."
"All right, Doc," Salter answered gleefully. "I
something to drink, ignoring Hunky and Jerry.
Hop accepted the invitation, but seemed sbmewhat reek.on there's a job here for you right now.
surprised when the two at the table with him were Come here, Hunky an' Jerry. Which of you was
it that said a little while ago that you was sick?"
.
not invited.
The man who styled himself as a physician
"Ley no dlinkee, 1;10 be?" he asked.
"Not at my expense," was the reply. "They're turned and looked sharply at the two loiterers
too la.zy to . work, an' when they've got money who were standing aloof from the rest of the
they don't know how to use it. Let 'em go dry." crowd.
"Pills!" he exclaimed, and slipping a hand in
"Allee light. Ley go dly, len. Me takee lillee
·
tanglefoot."
the pocket of the linen duster, he drew forth a
Men kept coming in now all the time, and soon pasteboard box, and opening it, quickly dumped
there was a comfortable crowd in the barroom. a quantity of pills, such as are usually to be had
The whole conversation was about the finding of from druggists and physicians, in t-he palm of his
·
the lost boy by Young Wild West and his friends, hand.
Straight to the two men he went, and handing
and presently when someone informed them that
the young deadshot had captured the five outlaws each of them a couple of the pills, said:
"Swallow them right away, and you will be
the night before and then permitted them to escape, the excitement started for fair. It seemed cured inside of ten minutes."
"Git out!" exclaimed Hunky disgustedly. "I
that even though a search was being made nearly
every day to run down the road agent gang, no reckon our sickness can't be cured by no pills."
"Ley allee samee sickee flom work, so be," Hop
success had been met with, so no wonder they were
surprised at what had happened the night before. spoke up, smiling blandly.
"Eh, what's that?" the doctor asked, turning
Hop assured them that Young Wild West would
surely succeed in catching the gang. After a to him and looking surprised. "Who asked you to
while the proprietor informed them that Hop was say anything about it?"
"Lat allee light. Me likee havee pill, so be.
desirous of playing a game of poker, winking at
the same time as if he thought he might be an Me feelee velly muchee sickee."
Doctor Simms broke into a laugh now
easy mark for somebody,
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".A liumorous heathen, I presume," he remarked, turning to those standing about. "I'll
tt1.ake him a present of some pills."
Then he handed half a dozen of the pellets to
the heathen, who accepted them and bowed his
thanks.
"Take two of them now, and two more tonight,
•
and keep the rest until you feel sick again," were
the instructions.
"Allee light," and Hop promptly- stepped to the
bar.
"Me wantee glassee watee, so be."
"Right you are," came · from Salter, and he
quickly placed a glass of water on the ba1:.
Then Hop held one of the pills over the glass,
as if he intended to drop it into the· water.
"Hold on a minute, Mr. Chinee," the doctor
said, speaking sharply. "Swallow the two pills
:first, and the wate1· afterward."
"No," Hop reorted. "Me puttee um pillee in
um water, so be."
As the words left his lips he permitted what
seemed. to be one of the pills the doctor had given
- him to drop into the glass of water. The instant
he did so there was a: hissing sound, an4 then a
muffled report sounded and those standing near
the bar were s~inkled copiously with the water
.
the glass had contained.
"Hip hi! Whattee mattee?" the Chinaman exclaimed, dancing about wildly. "Um pill allee
samee makee biggee bang. Thlow um water allee
outtee um glass."
The utmost confusion prevailed in the barroom,
for everyone was astounded at the extraordinary
~currence, but no one more so than Doctor
Simms.

·• CHAPTER V.-Wild and His Partners Are Suspicious of Doctor Simms.
.

It was just about an hour before noon when the
miners departed from the camp of Yoang Wild
West, leaving them to themselves for a while.
"Wild," Cheyenne Charlie said, nodding to the
young deadshot, "I reckon we'll take a walk over
to the whisky-mill an' see what's goin' on there.
Hop has sneaked off, an' most likely he's over
there havin' a high old time, 'cause I know there
must be a whole lot of men there."
"Quite likely he could be found there, Charlie,"
was the reply. "We may as well take a walk
somewhere, and unless the girls feel like going
with us, we'll go over to the hotel."
"Why not go over and see how the waif of the
trail is making out, Wild?" Arietta suggested.
"If you want to go, all right," was the reply.
"You'll have plenty of time to get the news in
the hotel barroom, so let's all go over and have a
look at the home little Dick is to occupy."
Anna and Eloise thought the idea a good one,
.so of course the young deadsht and his partners
were willing. Wing was already busy making
preparations for the noonday meal. He was
making a venison stew, and the pot was already
.steaming over the fire.
"What time will the grub be ready, heathen?"
Oharlie asked him, as he stepped over and got -a
whiff of the pleasing odor that came from the pot.
"Allee samee pletty soonee after twelve o'clock,
Kisler Charlie," was the reply.
"Got the onions in the pot yet?"
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"Yes, Misler Charlie."
"I thought so. I kin smell 'em."
"Me gottee evelythling in um pot, Misler Charlie. Onions, potatoes, plenty venison and lillee
pieces of salt pork. Pletty soonee me puttee in um
can of tomatoes. Len plenty peppee and saltee.
Maybe ten minutes before um stew done me mixee
uppee lillee flour and water and stir lat in. Makee
velly muchee goodee stew, Mister Charlie."
"Oh, I know it will be all right. There ain't no
one livin' as kin beat you makin' a venison stew.
Be sure an' have plenty of it."
The11 the scout looked into the pot again, and
the quantity there seemed to satisfy him.
"Come on, Charlie," Anna called out just then.
"Your'e always thinking of your stomach. Just
as if Wing needs to be told what to do in preparing a meal."
"I know that, gal. But I jest had to look in the
pot an' say somethin' about it. You know blamed
well that I like a venison stew whenever I kin git
.
it."
They all laughed lightly at this, for the scout
assumed such a serious air as he spoke that they
could not help it. The miners had told them where
Jack Spencer's house was. They could see it, in
fact, and as it showed up a little more pretentious than the general run of the losely constructed buildings in the mining camp, they could
hardly make a mistake in getting there. Instead
of going past the hotel, they made a short cut,
and as they neared the house the boy came running out to meet them.
"I'm glad you have all come over!" he exnice room
claimed. "You ought to see what
I've got here. Uncle Jack had it all ready for me.
The house don't look much, but I think it's about
the best one in the place. But the room is all
right. There's bear skins, deer skins, and fancy
blankets hanging up all around, and I've got a
nice rifle, too, which Uncle Jack bought for me
over a month ago, and kept it until I came. I can
shoot a little, and he's promised to learn me a
lot more about it. Young Wild West, I was thinking that probably you would --give m~ a few lessons. You're the Champion Deadshot, and of
course you know more about shooting than anyone
else livmg."
"All right, Dick," the young deadshot answered
laughingly. "You may be wrong in thinking that
I know more about shooting than anyone else living, but I promise you that I'll give you a few
lessons, and if you -do exactly as I tell you you
certainly will become a young deadshot."
"Good!" and Dick clapped his hands with delight.
The boy's uncle came out just then, wiping his
hands with a towel.
"I'm helpin' the missus git somethin' extra for
dinner to celebrate the safe arrival of little Dick,"
he explained. "I'll introduce you to her in a minute. She's a little bashful, but I reckon youl'l
make allowances for that."
The girls had heard no mention of the boy's
aunt before, and they were agreeably surprised,
for naturally they liked to make an acquaintance
with those of their own sex. Spencer invited
them into the house, and when they found that
there were three rooms on one floor, and that they
were furnished much better than the usual run
of miners' homes, they were more than please4,
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In a little while Mrs. Spencer came out. She
was rather shy, but as soon as the girls began
talking to her in their own breezy way she became
quite talkative.
·
•
"I never saw Dick until he arrived this morning," she explained, as the boy came in and stood
proudly beside her. "I married his uncle in Denver, after he came West, and I never had the
pleasure of going East. But you can feel sure
that Dick will be well taken care- of. He's an
orphan, and it's for us to bring him up and make
something of him ."
.
"I reckon Dick will turn out all right. He
seems to be made of the right sort of stuff," Wild
answered, as he patted the boy on the head. "He
certainly showed his gameness when he got away
from the road agents yesterday. For one not
used to this part of the country, he proved to be
as brave as any man might be. Certainly he must
have known that it would be anything but pleasant to remain out all night in such a wild spot. A
lucky thing for him that he came in sight of our
camp-fire."
"We owe you our thanks for taking care of
him," the woman hastened to say.
"All right. Let it go at that. You don't suppose for a moment that we would do anything else
but take in a stranger who was lost. Arietta gave
Dick the nickname of the 'Waif of the Trail,'-and
she still calls him that."
."An :appropriate name, I'm sure," Mrs. Spencer
declare~
he turned to Arietta and smiled.
Na.t1:iiaft1Rl pencers gave them a strong inand dine with them, but Wild
it would be impossible, since the
cook v-,u 11- at moment cooking a venison stew,
and they )fad their hearts set upon it, especially
Cheyenne Charlie. Spencer kept going back and
forth to the kitchen, for it seemed that he was as
much of a cook as his wife, and he was not going
to let anything burn. It was a very interesting
conversation, indeed, and noon came almost before
our friends were aware of it. Then when Wild
looked at his watch and saw how late it was he
promp.tly begged that they be excused, and they
started back for the camp, after being promised·
by the Spencers that. they would visit the camp
and spend the evening with -them there.
"Wild,'' Charlie said, as they were walking
away, "I reckon we may as well go ri~ht down
past the shanty hotel. I want to stop m an' see
what the heathen is doin'."
"All right, Charlie. Probably you may ~ave a
pain in youi:. stomach, and feel the necesS1ty of
something in the way of a stimulant."
"Well, a little drop of tanglefoot wouldn't go
very bad,'' and the scout looked at his wife and
grinned.
They walked on down the thoroughfare that
might have been called a street if anyone chose to
speak that way, and as they neared the Paradise
H;.otel and saw two loaded bu;rros standing near
a horse in front of it they all wondered who the
owner was. Certainly the burros was not loaded
with anything like prospector's tools, and this
struck them as being somewhat peculiar.
"vVe'll go on, Wild,'' Arieta said, for she knew
pretty well that the young deadshot was inclined
to go into the place. "Don't stay longer than
twenty minutes."
"All right, little girl," the boy answered, so the

girls walked on past the hotel and made straight ,
for the camp.
Just as Wild and his partners were about to
enter the barroom the explosion occurred. They
did not enter even when they _heard Hop's exclamation of apparent alarm, but peered through the
door and saw everything in confusion there.
Neither of them were surprised, for they knew
right away that the clever Chinee had been playing one of his tricks. Waiting until the excitement subsided a little, Wild led the way inside:
Almost the first person he took notice of was the
individual who called himself Doctor Simms. The
latter had somewhat recovered from the effects of
his amazement, and was now backed against the
bar, looking at the Chinaman as if he was trying
to study him thorou~hly.
"Hello, Young Wild West!" the proprietor
called out.
"You're a little too late.
The
blamedest thing happened here hat you ever
seen. This here man,'' pointing to the stranger,
"is a doctor, an' he's been givin' out pills to cure
anyone what's sick. Your Chinee allowed that
he was sick, so he give him some of tbe pills.
Then the heathen goes an' puts one of 'em in a
glass of water, an' the blamed thing explodes.
What do you think of that for a doctor? Why, if
a feller was to swaller one of them pills, an' it
exploded in his stomach, it would blow him all
apart."
The doctor had seen the three come in, but he
paid no particular attention to them. Turning to
the proJi)rietor after he had finished speaking
about the pills, he said.
"Pardon me, my friend, but the pills I gave the
Chinee were all right. I'm sure that the explosion, as you call it, was not caused by one of
them. Something else was responsible for it, and
I am quite sure that if he wished to the Chinee •
could explain it. To convince you that I am right
in what I say, "I'll put one or half a~dozen of the
pills in a glass of water and show you that nothing will 'happen out of the ordinary."
·
"Gc, ahead an' do it, then,'' Jim Salter answered
quickly, and he lost no time in producing a glass
of water.
The doctor quickly dropped two of his pills into
the glass. Nothing hapened at all. The pills
simply floated around upon the surface, that was
all.
"There!" the doctor exclaimed triump-hantly.1 ·.
"I told you so. I am inclined to think that thej•
Chinee is somewhat of a joker."
·
"I reckon you have got that about right, ;,
stranger,'' Wild said, in his cool and easy way, a,he stepped up and looked keenly at the man.
"That heathen of ours is a born practical joker.
But more than that. He is a clever magician, too,
so you needn't be -surprised at anything he . does."
"Ah! that explains it. Quite a jokl!'. Ha, ha,
ha!"
.
The laugh was a false one, but evidently the
doctor was trying to impress them that he did not
feel at all angry at-What had happened.
"Shake hands with Young Wild West, Doctor
Simms,'' Salter said, as he stepped from behind
the bar.
''Queer sort of a name for a boy to have. Young
Wild West, you say?" the doctor answered, as he
adjusted his spectacles and took a good look at
the boy.
·
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"It may sound a little queer to you, doctor,"
Wild said smilingly, "but it's the only name I
have, so I reckon I'll have to get along with it."
Then the two shook hands, after which the
doctor looked questioning ly at Charlie and Jim.
Wild introduced them, and then Simms produced
a box of pills and wanted to know if they were
feeling at all ill.
·"No pills for me," the scout declared, motioning him to keep them away. "I come in· to git a
little drop of tanglefoot. Got kind of an itchy
feeling in my stomach. Want to be jest right
when I git to the camp, 'cause we've got a rousin'
old venison stew there waitin' for us."
The doctor laughed lightly.
"I think I could appreciate some of that venison
stew," he said, after a pause. "But probably the
proprietor here has something that will answer
just as well."
"You'll git all the grub you want right here,
doc," Salter spoke up. "How long are you goin'
to stay?"
"That will
upon how much business I
do. I've got pi & to sell, and also liniment that's
good for man and beast. But I think I had better relieve my beasts of burden of the loads they
have been carrying. Not very heavy, because
medicine in pill form, especially, is not apt to
make much of a load."
"Want to put your critters away, I s'pose, an'
have 'em fed."
· "Certainly . How much are you going to charge
me for dinner, supper, breakfast in the morning,
and sleeping accommoda tions?"
.
"An' takin' care of your horse an' the two
burros, too?"
"Yes, of course."
.
"That will jest cost you ten dollars. I'm comin' down a couple, 'cause twelve would be the
regular price with any one else; but seein' that
you're a doctor, I s'pose I oughter take a little
off."
"Thank you for your kindness; I'll pay you
right now."
He drew a small roll of bills from his pocket,
and selecting a ten-spot, passed it over.
"Do I have to register?" he asked; looking
around.
"Register, eh? You're the second one as has
asked that question since I've been in business
here. Ha, ha, ha! Why, no," and Salter became
more solemn. "There ain't no use in registerin'.
If I was to keep a book here the blamed fools
around here would be tryin' to learn to write, an'
they would fill it full in no time. Hunky, you
aint' <loin' nothin'. Jest see to the doctor's horse
an' them two burros."
"All right," and Hunky quickly left the room.
"A queer sort of chap, boys," Wild said, in a
whisper to his two partners, as the doctor started
out as if he wanted to make sure that his horse
would have proper care taken of it.
"In my opinion he isn't exactly what he seems,"
lim answered, with a shrug of the shoulders.
"That's jest what I've been thinkin'," Charlie
,i>oke up. "I'll bet a dollar ag'in a ten-cent piece
that them whiskers he's got on is false."
·
Wild smiled at this.
"You're pretty keen on perception, Charlil),11 he
-.aid.
"That's a good one-percep tion. I reckon I'd
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better mark that down. I s'pose that means seein', or somethin' like that."
"Sometp.in g like that, I reckon."
"All right. I'll jest p~rcept a little tanglefoot
now."
As the scout turned to the bar he found the
clever Chinee standing there as if waiting for
him. Hop had a bottle and glass before him.
"Misler Boss," he said, smiling blandly, "puttee outee um gl,ass. Misler Charlie wantee lillee.
dlink of tanglefoot. Misler Wild and Misler Jim
allee samee dlinkee ginger-pop pee." ·
"Is that right?" Salter asked, looking at the
two boys as if surprised.
"Just abolit right, Mr. Salter," the young deadshot answered.
"All right. I'm here to sell anything a man
wants, jest as long as I've got it to sell. But
ginger-pop ain't much in demand he1·e in Sandy
Forks."
The drinks were served and Hop insisted u-pon
paying for them. Then Wild decided to go back
to the camp, since he knew dinner must be ready.
As they walked outside and turned the corner of
the 1milding they saw Doctor Simms standing a
s.hort distance away. He had unbuttoned the long
lmen duster he wore, and was feeling in his trousers pockets as if searching for something. The
moment he saw the young deadshot and his companion he quickly pulled the coat together. But
quick as he was Wild noticed that he wore a
velvet coat under it.
"Going away so soon?" the doctor said, smiling
pleasantly, as he walked hurriedly towa:rd them.
"Going to our dinner, doctor," was the reply.
"Oh, I see. I think I'll go to mine."
"Boys," the young deadshot said, as they neared
the camp, "if I am not r.aiitaken this so-called
doctor is an impostor. Beneath that duster he is
wearing he has on a velvet coat. You saw a fellow last night who wore a velvet coat, I believe."
"Captain Hammond! " Jim exclaimed.
•
"Exactly."
·
"Great gimlets!" cried Cheyenne Charlie.
"That's jest who it is, an' you kin bet your life~
He's jest about the size of that measly coyote you
had dead to rights last night."

CHAPTER VI.-Little Dick's Narrow Escape.
Not a few times in his career had Young Wild
West been able to detect a villain he was searching for when he was in disguise; hence it was not
strange that he should suspect the so-called Doctor Simms the moment his eyes rested upon him.
But when he saw that he was wearing a velvet
vest and took pains to hide it when he found he
was observed, it was settled completely. But the
young deadshot's partners were of the same opinion, and as they wended their way to the camp
so they might partake of the vension stew which
they knew surely must be ready by this time, nothing in the way of excitement was shown by either.
"It's the way with all such fellows, boys," Wild
said in his cool and easy way. "A man of the
calibre of Captain Hammond is apt to be reckless
and daring. I have no doubt but that he disguised himself and came to the mining camp here
for the express purpose of looking us over. We'll
let him go ahead and have his fun, for probablll
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he calls it such, and then when we get ready we'll
corral the whole gang."
That's the idea, Wild!" Jim Dart exclaimed.
"He certainly won't stay here very . long. It
might be that he'll remain over night, and if he
does it's a pretty sure thing that some of his followers will come."
"All of 'em, most likely," the scout declared.
"There's only five altogether, an' one of 'em has
got a lame arm, which .I happen to know."
"A lame arm, probably, but a pretty good
head, Charlie," the young deadshot sa!d, wit~ a
smile. "He was the fellow who made it possible
for the other four to es.c ape from us last night.
I give him credit for being pretty sharp, for certainly it took a man with brains and quite a little
daring to perform that stunt."
The cook stood ready witn a big spoon, so he
might dip out plates of the stew for them. Anna
had spread a cloth upon a flat rock, and everything was in readiness.
"Hot muffins!" the scout exclaimed, as he
sniffod the air. "I kin smell 'em jest as well as
I kin smell the stew. This is goin' to be what
I call a treat."
"Me fixee uppee velly nicee dinnee, so be, Misler
Charlie," Wing answered, proudly. "When me
havee pletty timee me do lat every timee."
All hands sat down and the meal progressed
swiftly. Hop was very sober now, and hardly a
word left his, lips until he had eaten his fill.
Finally when it was over he arose to his feet,
and patting his stomach affectionately, he said:
"Me feelee . al!ee samee velly goodee, so be.
Lillee lazy, but lat allee light. Me havee lillee
smokee." Out came a big black cigar, and
lighting it he strolled over to a shady spot and
threw himself upon lil.e ground.
They had an excellent view of the camp, and
all that was within it mostly, and it was not long
before they saw miners proceeding to their work
after leaving their shanties. Quite a few gathered before the Paradise Hotel, and some went
inside, probably from the force of habit, for it
seemed difficult for the average miner to go past
a place that was a sort of headquarters and where
liquor was sold without stopping in, even if it
was but for a short time.
"It's going to be a pretty dull afternoon, I
imagine," Wild said, as he nodded to Arietta. "I
reckon I'll take my rifle and stroll a mile or two
in search of something to shoot at."
"Road agents, Wild?" the girl asked.
"Well, if I happen to run across them and it
becomes necessary to shoot them, I will do so.
But I was thinking that there migh~ be something
in the way of game to be found. It's a pretty
wild spot around here."
"I can go with you, I suppose."
"If you wish to, little girl."
"I do wish it, Wild. How about taking the Waif
of the Trail with us?"
"I suppose he would like to come, all right."
"I'm sure he would. We might stop for him.
It is hardly likely that his aunt would object when
she knew he was going with you."
"I reckon that part of it would be all right.
We'll do that, then. May as well start now, for
the longer I stay around here the sleepier I'll
get."
"I reckon I'll stay right here in the camp,"

Jim Dart remarked, as he looked at the young
deadshot. "Eloise has a book which she 'bought
a couple of weeks ago, and she is anxious for me
to read it."
"That's all right, Jim. Go ahead and read
the book. How about you, Charlie?"
"Somebody oughter keep a watch on Doctor •
Simms, Charlie," Anna said, smilingly. "I have
a little mending to do."
''All right, then. It's Wild an' Arietta what
goes. They kin take the kid with 'em, an' Wild
most likely will teach him how to do some shootin'
afore they git back."
"Misler Charlie," Hop spoke up, as he looked
smilingly at the scout, "me helpee _you watchee
um doctee, so be. Me velly smartee Chnee. May-,
be we havee lillee fun."
"I was thinkin' somewhat of that, Hop," was
the retort. "All right. We'll go over an' hang
around the whisky-mill."
Wild and Arietta were soon ready to leave the
camp. Each took a rifle with them, and taking
the same path they had followed the forenoon,
they were not long in 1·eaching the Spencer home.
It mµst have been that little Dick was busy;
somewhere in the house, for he did not see them
when thy approached, and it was not until Wild
knocked on the door that he came running out
and found who was there.
"Hello, Dick!" the young deadshot said, smilingly. "How do you feel?"
"Fine," was the 1·eply. "I'm glad you have
come over. I've been fixing up my room a little
bit, because aunt told me to suit myself about it.
I'.ve ~ot it l<>?king_like a real Western place. My
nfle 1s hangmg right over my bed, so it will be
handy in case an attack is made on the house
by Indians or bad white men."
The ~Y laughed when he said this, showing
that he did not altogether mean it.
"Got anything to do this afternoon, Dick?"
"Nothing at all. But I suppose I can find
enough to keep me busy around here. It's so
new, you know, that it will take me a long time
to get real used to it."
"Go and get your rifle, and we'll take a walk.
We might find something to shoot."
"Oh, do you mean that?" and the boy clapped
his hands delightedly.
"Yes. Arietta is going with us. She can shoot
pretty well, too, and I'm sure she will be willing
to help me instruct you all she can."
At that moment the boy's aunt came out. She
urged Wild and Arietta to come inside, too but
when they told her what their mission wa; she
smilingly gave in, and readily consented to permit
Dick to accompany them.
"My husband told me that he could be in no
safer hands than with you, so I'm sure it's all
right," the woman declared.
Dick ran a_nd got his rifle, and quickly strapped
on the cartridge belt that came with it when it
was presented to him.
"I've got forty cartridges, Wild," he said,
pointing to them proudly. "Do you think that
will be enough?"
"Plenty," was the .laughing reply.
"I wish a had a revolver, too," and the bo7
looked longingly at the two that hung from the
;
belt of the young deadshot.
"You won't need a revolver today, anyhow. ,
I'll let you try one of mine before we come back.
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and if you show that you can handle it pretty
"Oh!" exclaim ed Dick, turning pale. "What
well, I may take a notion to make you a present was
that?"
of one before we leave."
"Partrid ges," Wild answere d, with a laugh.
"Thank you. J didn' t mean anythin g like that,
that so? You couldn' t kill one of them with
for I have enough money to buy a good revolve r." a "Is
rifle, could you?"
"That' s all r ight, Dick. You just show me
"I have done it a few time~. But they surprise d
that you are fit ror ha ndling a gun, and I cer- me,
and I didn't have time to draw a bead on one
tainiy wiU buy one f or you."
of them. We'll follow the directio n the birds
The aunt caution ed Dick to be very careful, and went,
and maybe you might get a shot."
then the three set out toward the right, where
"Me?"
there was quite a small wiidern ess.
"Yes. I want you to shoot the next time."
Wild knew t hat it was quite likely that many
It was only a short distance they had to go beof the miner s hunted and trapped in the vicinity fore
of the camp. This might mean that game was ratherone of the partridg es which had settled
close ffom its st a rting point raised and
rather scar ce. But he though t it possible that
into a thicket to the left. Wild paid no atthey would run across someth ing if they made flew
tention
to it, but looked sharply ahead.
almost a complet e circuit of the mining camp,
Half concealed from view was a . rotten log
keeping a mile from it.
about
fifty
" 1-l'ow, Dick, you can prepare your self for quite saw one of feet ahead of them, and when the boy
the partridg es cr ouching upon it he
a lictle walk," he said. "I reckon we'll go about raised
three miles, for I intend to finish up over there Dick byupthehis hand 'for silence, and then taking
arm pointed to it and whisper ed:
where t he trail runs into Sandy Forks."
"There you are, Dick. Let me see you shoot
"Three miles is nothing ," the little fellow an- that bird. You say you have used
, so
swered, cheerfu lly. "I don't care if we keep I reckon you ought to be able to use aa shotgun
rifle. Now
going until night." ·
then, you just cover it well, and pull the trigger.
They were not long in getting well into the Don't shoot unless you're sure you're
aiming
wootls, and then all three filled their rifles so directly at it."
they could use them at an instant notice in case
"I'll do
best," the little fellow said, in a
anythin g in the way of game appeare d. When trembli ng voice.
they haa gon e about a quarter of a mile from the
Then he cocked the rifle, and placing it to his
camp a b.g jack-ra bbit suddenl y leaped from be- shoulde r, took a careful aim and
pulled the
hind a rock ancl bounded through a clearing di- trigger. .
rectly in front of them. Wild's r ifle flew to his
Crang ! As the report sounded the bird flew
shoulde r in an instant, and the sharp report rang awa
y. But it did not go more than a dozen feet
out. The jack-ra bbit fell to the ground, shot before
Wild's rifle cracked , and then down it came
through the h ead.
in
a
heap.
.
"You're mean, Wild!" Arietta excltaim ed,
"I missed him, but you got him," Dick said,
laughin gly. "I meant to shoot that rabbit."
just as if he was as well satisfied as if he had
"All right-, little girl. Meanin g to do a thing shot the bird himself .
and doing it is quite differen t. You were hardly
"Yes, I thought I'd shoot just for the fun of it.
quick enough ."
Now then, we'll go over to the log and see where
"No; you fired by the time I got my rifle to your bullet struck "
my shoulde r."
When they got to the log Wild discove red that
"And I never once though t of shootin g at it," Dick
had shot too low, and he quickly showed
Dick declared , his eyes opening wide with admira - him
where the bullet had entered the rotten log.
tion at what he thought was a wonder ful shot.
"The next time you shoot be sure not to let
"You shot that rabbit with a rifle, too," he added,
muzzle of your rifle drop," the young deadshaking his head. "I don't know how you did it. the
said.
I once shot a rabbit with a shotgun , but it wasn't shot
"All right. I didn't come very far from him,
running half as fast as that one was."
though. Four inches higher and the bullet would
"Dick, anybod y ought to be able to shoot a jack- have gone through that bird."
rabbit with a shotgun . But I'll admit that it
Wild then went and picked up the partridg e.
isn't every one who can knock one over with a
''I reckon it won't
worth while to take this
rifle. Howeve r, I call that a very easy shot in- fellow home, Dick,'' hebesaid,
as he held it up.
deed."
"My! Why, it's all torn to pieces," the little
"Do you think you could have killed the rabbit fellow exclaim ed.
if you had fired, Miss Arietta ?" ·the boy asked.
"Yes, that is because I shot it right in 'the
"Yes, I think I could have done it just as easily middle
of the body. But of course I had no
as Wild did," was the reply.
chance to get a sight on the head. Too bad for
"That beats me! I wonder if the rabbit is killing
the bird just for nothing ."
od to eat?"
"That's what I think. Some of it might be
"I reckon so, Dick," Wild answere d, as he good."
hastene d to the spot where the animal had drop"No, it's not worth while to take it, Let it be
:r.ed. "I'll just tie a string to the legs and hang here.
1t over my shoulde r. You can have a potpie to- later Someth ing will come along and eat it up
·on."
morrow ."
"A wolf, perhapS'."
"All right," and the little fellow clapped his
"I hardly think so. I don't be1ieve there are
hands gleefull y.
,
_any wolves around here."
·
They proceed ed on for about five mnutes , and
just as they came to a little clearing a sudden at "Ionecertainl y would like to get another shot
of
the
birds
while it's on the ground ,"
whizzin g sound . came to their ears as a bevy of Dick declared
.
aood-si zed birds raised.
"All right, we'll spread out a little, and perh11.ps

mr
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you'll have the chance. You go straight ahead,
while -Arietta will go to the left, and l'll take to
the right. Keep your eyes open, and don't make
too much noise as you walk along. You know the
cracking of a twig w.ill start a partridge in a
jiffy, and once it rises you'll certainly miss the
chance of getting a shot."
Arietta moved along to the left, according to
the instruction s of the young deadshot, while Dick
went straight ahead. 'I'he girl kept watching
the boy more than she did for a bird to rise.
She saw Dick step down among some rocks, arid
move along toward a little bluff to the right, the
rifle clutched in his hand and hi\ eyes roving
about in search of the game he exJjected to find.
Suddrnly he stopped still right under an overhanging rock, and looked around as if he was
fright ened. Arietta stopped still in her tracks,
wondering what caused him to act that way. But
when she saw him keep looking around and acting
as if he did n·o t know which way to turn, she
started swiftly toward him. She was within
probably thirty feet of him when she saw the
cause of the boy's alarl}l. Coiling itself upon a
rock less than six feet above him was a big
rattler. She could hear the whirring noise, too,
and then it flashed upon her instantly that this
was what caused the boy's terror. But Young
Wild West's sweetheart was quite equ~l to the
occasion. He1· rifle flew to her shoulder in a
twinkling, and taking a quick aim, she pulled the
trigger just as the snake was in the act of springing upon the li~le fellow.
As the report 1·ang out the rattler came. tumbling down from above, falling right at Dick's
side. A startled cry came from him, and Just
then Arietta called out_:
"It's all right, Dick. '£he snake can't ha1·m
you now."
Wild lost no time in running to the spot, and
when he learned the narrow escape of the little
fellow he seized his sweetheart and gave her a
good hug.
"You're all right, little girl,'' he declared. "Always ready for an emergency. "
It took Dick three or four minutes to recover
himself, for he knew what a rattlesnake · was,
and fully realized the peril he had been in.
"I couldn't tell where the sounds came from,"
he declared. "I knew it was a rattlesnake , too.
I guess Uncle Jack and my aunt will be surprised when I tell them how Miss Arietta saved
my life."
CHAPTER VIL-The Disappearn ce of Arietta.
Little Dick Spencer was some time in recovering from the effects of his scare, for certainly
he had been a frightened boy. But he was as
brave and determined as a boy of his age could
be, and finally as they started to leave the spot
to pursue the hunting as Young Wild West had
planned it, he took Arietta by the hand and said:
"I shall never forget you for saving my life,
Miss Arietta."
"Don't mention it. Dick," the girl answered,
smilingly. "I am used to such things. I flatter
myself that I am always ready to shoot when the
occasion demands it. It was easy for me ito kill
that snake, though I'll admit that if I had waited
t~ seconds more it would have been too late.

I.

You would have been bitten by the rattler, and
then probably you would have stood a very poor ;
chance of living."
"I'll be on the watch for them from this time
on," the boy decla1·ed resolutely. "I heard the
rattle, but I couldn't tell where it came from."
"Keep your eyes open at every step you take,
Dick," Young Wild West suggested. "Now then,
we'll go right on together. Maybe we'll strike
something else. We'll let the partridges go for
the p1·esent."
They continued on, following a semi-circle , but
failed <to see anything that was worth shooting.
The fact was that they were altogether too close
to the mining camp, since as the young deadshot had said before, the miners no doubt hunted I
and trapped there, and this caused a scarcity of
game.
_
Finally they found themselves on the trail near
the foot of a steep slope. Dick climbed upon a
rock and had a good view of the mining camp.
"It looked different from what it did this
morning," he said, shaking his head.
"Better or worse?" Wild asked, with a smile.
"BE:tter. But I suppose that's because I have
been there, and like it."
"That is probably it. Well, what shall we do
now, cross over and climb up those rocks on the
other . side of the trail, or go on back to the
camp?"
"Let's go a little fu1·ther," the boy suggested.
"We'll go up there where the trees seem to be
growing so thick. Maybe there will be something
to shoot there."
"All right, we'll go this way, then," and Wild
turned and made his way up the ascent keeping
upon the wagon trail. A little over hafr-way to
the top he turned to the left and had little difficulty in getting to the top. of the rocks he had
mentioned. Once there they found themselves upon a very wild spot, where the vegetation grew
abundantly , and the bushes were so thick that it
was with difficulty that they could pass through
them. A hundred yards from the top of the
rocks to whfch they had ascended they came upon
a swarm of bees.
"Wild," Arietta said, turning to the young
deadshot, "there must. be a hive somewhere
about."
"That's right, little girl," was the reply, "and
that means· that probably we could find a bear:
Bears are very fond of wild honey, you know." "That is why I spoke," and the girl nodded,
and then turning to the boy, said:
"How would you like to get a chance to shoot
at a bear, Dick?''
"Me!" the little fellow exclaimed, his eyes opening wide. "Just let me have the chance. I'll show
you how quick I'll shoot."
"Don't shoot too quick," the young deadshot
advised, laughingly . "You might miss your aim,
if you do."
"Oh, I am going to remember what you told
me, Wild."
"See that you do. Be sure to have your target
covered befo1·e you pull the trigger, no matter
whether it's a large target or a very small one.''
"I am going to keep that right in my mind all
the time."
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Wild now turned his attention to their surroundings. The bees had plainlf been disturbed
and were hovering in a big bunch about a deaa1
tree which was broken off about twenty feet from
the ground. The boy knew that it must be a
hollow tree, and that in all probability the hive
was in it.
·
He could not see the foot of the tree, owing to
the thick bushes.
"Now then, you two be very careful, unless you
want to be stung by the bees." Wild advised, as
he motioned to Arietta and Dick. "You had better
stay right where you are for a minute or two."
Arietta nodded, and then Wild stepped cautiously along through the bushes toward the tree.
He did not want to get clo~e enough "for the
bees to alight upon him, but he did want to have
a look at the foot of the dead tree, for he knew
that something had caused the big distµrbance
among the bees. He soon came to an opening,
and then as he crouched and looked through he
was not grea,tly surprised to see a half-grown
bear diggin~ his paws into a hole at the foot of
' the tree. 'Ihe boy watched long enough to see
the bear lick his paws and put them back again,
and then with a satisfied smile, he turned and
went back far enough to attract the attention of
Arietta and Dick. Having done this, he beckoned
them to come, at the same time warning them to
be very cautious. The buzzing of the bees made
considerable of a noise, but none of them <!ame
toward the tree. When Wild turned to look at
the bear again he saw the bees suddenly dive
downward and light upon him. The hungry animal fought them off, but refused to give up his
place. It was nothing if not amusing to see the
swarm of bees attack the bear repeatedly, But it
was- little they could do in the way of harming
him, owing to his thick hide and coat of hair.
As Arietta and the boy reached the opening
between the bushes and saw what was going on
both were somewhat surprised, especially Dick.
"My!" he exclaimed, aloud.
~
But even that did not attract the attention of
the bear, or the bees, either.
Wild held up his hand warningly.
"Now then, here's your chance," he whispered.
"You have got a good shot right at the bear's
heart. Take good aim right behind his left
shoulder, and let him have it."
Dick nodded, pressing his lips tightly together,
while his eyes blazed with determination . Resting his elboy, on his knee, the li~tle fellow took a
deliberate aim and pulled the trigger.
Crang ! As the report rang out the bear gave
a lunge upward and forward, and then rolled ove!,
kicking in the throes of death. The bees spht
apart, and went buzzing around at a great rate,
some of them attacking Wild and his two companions. It was necessary for them to run, and·
they did so, Wild being the only one to receive a
sting which was upon his left wrist.
Reaching a spot far enough away from the
angered bees, they came to a halt. The young
deadshot was sucking the spot where the sting
had entered his wrist, showing that he well knew
what to do under such circumstance s. Having
drawn out most of the poison, he nodded to his
companions and said:
"Now then, to find some mud to put on my
wrist, and I reckon it will be all rif=iht."
"There's a brook right back here, Arietta said.
"I noticed it as we came ut>."
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"I did, too, Et. Come on. We'll wait until
the bees get quieted down, and then we'll get the
bear."
The brook was soon reached and the mud applied, and then after Wild had tied his handkerchief around his wrist, lie felt no concern whatever, for he knew there would not be much of
a swelling to result from the sting. Anyhow, a
honey-bee sting, while it might be painful for a
time, amounted to nothing. They sat there for
fully twenty minutes waiting for the bees to
become quieted.
The humming gradually ceased, and then Wild
arose, -and nodding to Dick, said:
"Come on, we'll go and get your bear. Arietta
can stay here until we come back. Then she'll be
sure not to get stung. It won't hurt you or me
mullh if we happen to run against the stinger of
a bee."
"I'm not afraid of it," Dick declared. "I want
to get that bear. I would be willing to be stung a
dozen times to get it, too."
Arietta was satisfied to remain for the tl'Uth
was she had no desire to run any risk with the
angry horde of honey bees.
The distance from the brook to the dead tree
under which lay the dead bear was probably a
hundred yards.
But in order to get to it Wild and Dick would
have to get out of Arietta's sight.
They made their way slowly to the spot, and
soon found that there was no danger to be had
from the bees.
Then Wild stepped forward, and catching the
dead cub by one of the hind legs, quickly drew it
away from the tree.
"Here we are, Dick." he said as he stepped in
an opening among the bushes. "I reckon I'll remove the insides right away: ,We won't bother to
clean it here, for I think the "tWO of us will be able
to drag it into camp."
"How heavy do you suppose that fellow is?"
the boy asked, looking with delight upon the game
he had shot.
He'll weigh about a hundred and fifty, I suppose. You can drag half that weight can't you?"
"Yes, and I could carry that much, too."
"All right. After we get down upon the trail I'll
cut a pole and we'll hang the carcass to it. Then
we'll each put an erld of the pole on our shoulder,
and in that way we'll march into camp. l'.11 fix it
so you'll have the least weight. You leave that to
me.''
,..
The young deadshot took his time about it, but
even then it did not take him a great while to remove the bear's entrails.
"Now then," he said, "just get hold. We'll drag
him by his for.elegs, so we won't ruffle the fur."
The boy obeyed, and the two started bac}c to
join Arietta, so they might start at once to return
to the camp.
Little Dick was more than delighted.
He had shot a bear, and it being the first big
game he had ever even shot at, there was no
wonder.
They did not go all the way to the brook, since
it would take them a little out of their way, so
Wild looked in that direction and called for his
sweetheart to come to them.
Not hearing any reply, he again called.
Rut .Q.)1
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"Where are you, Et?" he shouted, this time
louder than before.
"Where can she be?" Dick asked, showing
alarm.
Without making a reply4 the young deadshot
hastened to the brook.
There was the fallen .tree Arietta had been sitting on when they left, but the gh:l was not there.
"Maybe she went on back,'.' Dick suggested.
"No," Wild answered, decisively. "She wouldn't
do that, Dick. Something has happened, I am
sure. We'll look for her footprints.''
It being very moist all along the edge of the
brook, it was easy to distinguish the prints of the
girl's shoes, and when he saw a spot close at
hand where it seemed as if she had done considerable stamping, the young deadshot felt sare that
something had happened.
,
•
He looked sharply at the ground, and quickly
discovered footprints much larger than Arietta's.
"Dick," he said, without growing the least bit
excited, "two men have been here, and they certainly have seized Arietta and taken her away
somewhere. I know there were two of them because there are the footprints. One wore boots
that have nails in the heels, and the other did not.
See!"
"I see," Dick answered, and then he rubbed his
eyes as if he were dreaming.
"All(, right. Now I'll tell you what to do."
"Tell me, Wild," and the boy looked at him
eagerly.
"You know the way back to the camp?"
"Oh, yes."
"Well, run there as quickly as you can and tell
Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart to come ~ere
without delay. Probably they won't find me right
here at the brook, but they'll be able to follow my
trail. I haven't the least doubt but that the gang
of road agents have made Arietta· a prisoner.
Now then, you hurry. Let the bear be where it is,
for it will be safe enough until we are ready to
take it to the camp with u s.''
"I'm off, Wild!" Dick exclaimed, and gripping
his rifle tightly, he turned and hurried through
the bushes.
The little fellow narrowly missed falling several
times as he was rupning down the rocky descent,
but once he reached the trail he hurried on and
did not stop until he arrived at the camp breathless.
·
Jim Dart was there with Anna and Eloise,
while Wing, the cook, was lying asleep under a
tree 'a short distance away. ~
"What's the matter, Dick?" Jim 'exclaimed,
when he saw the boy' running swiftly to the spot.
"Wild wants you and Mr. Charlie to come right
away. The road agents have stolen Arietta.''
This -was startling news, indeed.
Anna and Eloise gave vent to frightened cries,
for even though such things had happened before,
they were l}ot prepared to hear that Arietta had
met with danger just then.
Jim was always pretty cool, and he quickly
calmed them.
"Take it easy," he advised. "I'll go and get
Charlie at once.''
Then he started for the shanty hotel without
delay, leaving Dick to explain matters as far as
he could to the girls.
·
Cheyenne Charlie was sitting at one of the
tables, in the barroom listenin~ to the music that

came from an old accordion the fellow called
Hunky was play:i,pg.
Doctor Simms was playing draw poker with
Hop Wah and two miners, while the proprieter
was dozing in a chair at the .e nd of the bar.
The only other occupant of the room was the
fellow called Jerry.
"What's up, Jim?" he cried.
"You're wanted right away,'' was the answer,
and then out went Jim in a hurry.
Charlie followed him outside, and was quickly
informed of the message the boy had brought to
the camp.
"Great gimlets!" the scout exclaimed. "What
will hawien next, I. wonder? I reckon we've got to
git there in a hurry."
"That's right. The kid will show us the way
to the spot where he left Wild, and then I reckon
we'll be able to soon find him."
They ran to the camp, and found little Dick recovered sufficiently to go on with them.
After telling Anna and Eloise to be quiet and
not worry, Charlie and Jim made off with the boy.
They did not thirik it advisable to let any of
the miners know what had happened, for they
felt that the three of them would be quite able to
cope with the gang of villains.
They haq. scarcely half a mile to go in order to
reach the brook, which was not far from the trail.
Dick managed to keep ahead of them all the
way up the rocky ascent, and when they came to
the bushes he could not resist · the tei:nptation to
look and see if his bear was where it 'had been
left.
·
He ran straight to the spot, and finding that it
was, pointed proudly to the carcass and said:
"I !:hot him!"
"Good!" Jim Dart answered. "Is it here where
you left Wild?" ·
"No; right over there by the brook. Come on.''
Then he turned to the right, and they were soon
standing- upon the exact spot where Young Wild
West had been when the boy was dispatched on
his hasty errand.
But Wild was not there now, though of course
neither Charlie nor Jim expected to find him
there.
He must have gone on the trail of the girl's
kidnapers.
"He said you would be able to find the way he
went:'' Dick explained, as the two began looking
at the ground searchingly.
It took them less than a minute to discover
that Wild had crossed the brook, and that he was
following the footprints of the men who had done
the kidnaping.
,
The boy went along with them, holding bis
rifle as if he expected he might have to use it at
a moment's notice.
As Wild had taken pains to leave a trail that
could easily be followed, they had no difficulty in
keeping upon it, and after going_about among the
rocks for probably two or three hundred yards,
they came to what seemed to be a deer path,
which led through a dense patch of woods.
Followin~ this, they were not long in reaching
the erigc ot a gully, where there was a break in
the woods.
The path led on down to the bottom of the
gully, so they were not long in getting there.
Footprints showed here and there, so they felt
sure that they were on the riirht trail,
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"What have you got, boys?" one of the latter
asked, in surprise.
"A gal," was the reply. "One of Yo_ung Wild
West's gals. We had a chance to pop the kid
OVE:r, but we was afraid to try it, 'cause if we
happened to miss we knowed it would be all up
with us. But when we seen the gal was goin' tO'
stay at a brook up there nejlX the trail while·
Young Wild West an' the kid he had with him
went off to git a bear they had shot, we allowed
that it would be a good thin~ to take the gal
prisoner. Captain Hammond will be mighty glad
of it, I reckon, 'cause he's got a way of figurin'
out things, an' most likely be able to make You~
CHAPTER VIII.-Arietta's Awful Peril
Wild West come down handsomely afore the gal
Wild and the boy had scarcely got out of is given up, That's what we thought about it,
sight of Arietta when she heard a soft footfall though we didn't have much of a chance to do no
talkin'."
behind her.
Naturally the girl turned instantly, and when
'.'I sorter reckon that's a mighty ,good scheme,"
she did so she found a man standing- within six said the man who had asked the question.
feet of her, a revolver leveled straight at her
"Of course it is!" the other exclaimed. "We'll
breast.
'
jest hold her here till the captain gits back."
"Open your mouth, an' -you'll die right where
Ai:ietta ~ook all this in, but really there was
you are, g~l," the villain hissed.
nothmg to it that was at all encouraging to her.
The girl's first impulse was to disobey the
. S?e remained quite still upon the blanket after •
command, regardless of what might 'happen.
sittmg down, but after about five minutes had
But there was such a look of determination passed, du.ring- which time the four men kept up
upon the fellow's face that she changed her mind. a, _conversation concerning her, she v.entured to
Two seconds later another man appeared, he, raise her hand and pull the handkerchief from
too,. holding a revolver in his hand.
her mouth.
'
"You're one of Young Wild West's gals, an' we
"Hold
on,
there
gal!"
the
man
who had surknow it." the first one said. "Now then, jest keep prised her at the brook exclaimed, as
she pointed
quiet, an' you won't be hurt. We're jest goin' to his revolver at her. "I don't mind if you
the
make you a prisoner till the captain comes back. gag out of your mouth but don't go to take
doin' no
Then most likely he'll try an' make some money . yellin'. The chances is that Young Wild
West
out of you."
will be looking' for you, an' if he happens to hear
"You villains!" the girl exclaimed.
yell he might find this here cave, though it
"Shet up!" came the command. "Not another you
ain't . an easy place to find, for all that."
word."
.
"I am not going to scream," the girl answered,
The man who .had been last to .appear evidently
thought it best to be sure that the girl could not for she was now perfectly cool. "I just want to
piake an outcry, for suddenly he sprang upon her tell you that you have made a big mistake. If
you value your lives you will let me go instantly."
'!Ind clapped his hand over her mouth.
·
"Oh, l reckon we value our lives, gal," and
Then the other seized her, and the result was
that Arietta's revolver and hunting-knife were the fellow laughed harshly. "But that don't mean
that we've got to let you go, either. I told you
quickly taken away from her.
A big cotton handkerchief was quickly formed that we was goin' to keev you here till the captain
into a gag, and then holding her tightly by the came back. He's goin over to Sandy Forks.
arms, the two men started away with her, cross- Funny thi ng about that, gal," and the man
ing the brook and making through the under- laughed' as if he thought it a great joke. "An old
fe~lex was comin' along the trail this mornin'
growth as fast as they could go.
One of them had picked ul! the girl's rifle, for mighty early. Said he had been ridin' about all
night, 'cause he lost his way. He was a pill pedhe seemed to regard it as quite a prize.
Around among the rocks and through the patch dler, too, an' when we met him he wanted to sell
of woods they continued on for about five min- us P!lls an' cure us if we was sick. Our captain is
a mighty smart feller, an' he feels like havin; a
utes.
Then they descended into a gully, and pushing little fun sometimes. What do you s'pose he
·
on for a short distance, turned into a narrow done, gal?"
"I'm sure I don't know," Arietta answered, not
fissure which proved to be the entrance to a big
trying to conceal t:he interest she felt.
cave.
"Why, we jest blindfolded him an' brought him
Arietta of course made several attempts to
break away from them, but each time she did so here to the cave. He's in here now, right over in
her arms were given a twist, and she made up her the other corner there behind that big rock. He's
tied there so he can't move."
mind that it was useless.
"Holding him for a ransom, 1·suppose ?"
Into the darkness of a cave she was hurried,
and on through a short passage to another part
"No, that ain't it, gal. The captain allowed
of the underground place where it was quite bght. tliat there wasn't no use in puttin' an end to him,
"Here you are, gal," one of her captors said. an' as he wanted to go over to the Forks an'
"Now then, you sit right down. on that blanket, see how things was gittin' on over there, he rigs
himself up in some of the clothes of the fool
an' don't you dare to move."
The girl obeyed, and as she did so she saw two peddler an' strikes out. He's over there now, an'
more men in the cave.
most likely he's been seJHn' a lot of pills."
Through the gully they made their way, and
then suddenly two revolver shots sounded very
dose by.
"Ha!" exclaimed Cheyenne Charlie. "I reckon
Wild must have found 'em. Come on, Jim."
A way the two rushed, the boy having difficulty
to keep up with them, and a few seconds later
they saw two men emerge from the mouth of a
cave, both holding their hands above their heads.
Then Wild appeared, revolver in hand, and all
three knew that the young deadshot had made a
capture. ,
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"He's over there," the girl said, her eyes flashing, "but you can rest assured that he will nevP.r
come back here again, for Young Wild recognized
him as the leader of the gang we met last _night."
As the girl said this the four men ~ave violent
starts, and promptly began whispermg to each
other.
"I am telling you the truth," Arietta went on,
coolly. "You needn't expect your captain to ever
come here again, so that means you had better
release me at once."
"You're !yin', gal, an' I know it," came from the
man who seemed to be acting as leader in the absence of Captain Hammond.
"Very well, if you want to think that way you
can, but you'll find out that I am not lying."
The four were plainly much disturbed, and
once more they got their heads .together and be'
gan- talking in whispers.
Arietta thought this a good chance to make a
break for her liberty.
Springing quickly to her feet, she darted for an
open spot she saw to the left, where the light
came into the cave.
So sudden was her movement that the four
men were so surprised that they failed to leap
after her soon enough to catch her, and out into
a rocky defile the girl ran.
On the girl ran, looking over her shoulder as
she did so. and expecting every moment that the
villains would fire upon her.
But this they did not do, and a few seconds
later she made a sharp turn and was out of their
sight.
Naturally she kept looking behind, for she
surely expected to be pursued.
This was unfortunate for her, for the first thing
she knew she found herself directly upon the
verge of a sharp descent.
A startled cry came from the girl's lips, aJ}d
then before she could prevent it the dirt slip\)ed
from under her feet and down she went, landmg
in a confused heap upon a fiat rock ten feet below.
- While no bones were broken by the fall, the
shock took away her senses, and Arietta quickly
stretched out and lay perfectly motionless.
Meanwhile the four villains quickly reached the
spot.
The moment they saw that- they were- at the
edge of a dangerous descent, they slackened theirspeed.
Then they stepped cautiously forward and
looked over.
The first thing they saw was the apparently
dead body of the girl who had made her ·escape
from the cave.
But they would not have let it go that way if
something else had not happened just then.
Out of a fissure in the rocks a snort distance
from the unconscious girl's head a snake came
crawling.
It was a rattler, and a big one, at that.
"Jingo!" exclaimed one of the villains, as he
gave a violent start. "She's tumbled into a nest
of rattlers, boys. What are we going to do?"
"Let her alone,"' one of the others answered,
promptly. "Most likely she's dead, anyhow. Just
see how pale her face is."
Then as they looked another snake appeared
from a hole but a few feet from where the first
one came.
But that was not allfl

Another came, and as they saw the men abovethey quickly coiled and gave out the ominous rat- ·
tie.
"If she ain't dead she might as well be." one
of them said, a.5 he shrugged his shoulders and
turned away. "Let's go back boys. ~Maybe the
captain won't be satisfied with the way things has
been goin' but we can't help it if he ain't. We
don't want Young Wild West to get in the cave
an' find the pill peddler there."
The rest agreed with him, so after looking
again at the unconscious girl below and the three
rattlers which seemed about to strike, they turned
~d hurried back to the cave.
They had hardly got inside when a movement
told them that their prisoner had got himself
busy. For the dark corner where he had been
left the four ran, and when -they found the man
was no longer there they turned in every direction in search of him. One of them came upon
him in short orde,r. The man, who had been bound
hand and foot, must have rolled himself away
from the corner, and he had succeeded in getting-"partly in the passage that led to the other cave
before he was discovered.
"No, you don't!" the acting leader exclaimed,
as he pounc~d upon the unfortunate pill doctor
and shook him roughly. "You thought you was
goin' to git away 'cause the girl did. But we ain't
goin' to allow n othin' like that. You have got to
stay here till the captain comes back. Then maybe we might let you go."
. The _prisoner then began shouting at the top of
his voice for help, and he succeeded in making
quite a racket before a heavy hand was clapped
over his mouth. Then back to the corner he was
dragged, and just as they thought they had him
safe_ again a fotstep sounde d close to them, and
lookmg up they saw Young Wild West standing
before them, a revolver in either hand.
"I've got you dead to rights!" the young deadshot exclaimed, his eyes flashing dangerously.
"Hold up your hands!"
"Shoot him, boys!" one of them exclaimed, as
he made a leap toward the exit of the cave, a revolver showing in his hand at the same time.
Crack! The villain fell to the groun<l in a heap.Another was in the act of firing at the boy when
Wild shot again, and down he went. That was
enough, it seemed, for the other two promptly
held up their hands and begged for mercy.
"Out with you!" the young deadshot exclaimed,
motioning toward the passage he had come
· through. Without any loss of time the two obeyed,
walking before him with their hands uplifted. It
happened that Wild had little or no difficulty in ·
finding the cave, for Arietta's handkerchief had
been dropped by her right at the very entrance,
and he had come in and discovered them just as
they had succeeded in taking the pill doctor bac$·
to the corner. Wild might have taken them out"
by the other way, but he decided to go back by
the way he had come, and just as he emerged
from the cave with his prisoners he was gratified
at seeing Charlie and Jim approaching.
"It's all right, boys!" he called out. · "I haven't
found Arietta yet, but these two are all that is
.
left of the four who were here."
"Whoopee, whoopee! Wow, wow, wow!" shouted the scout, as he ran forward to take charge al
the two villains.

YOUNG WILD WEST'S THREE SHOTS

21

gone very far before he heard his partners coming. It was not strange that he should proceed
straight to the place wliere Arietta had fallen
"Just in time, boys!" the -young deadshot ex- down the steep bank, for there really was no other
claimed, as he nodded to his two partners. "I way to go. But when he got nearly there he dethought you would be here pretty ;SOOn. Hello, cided to work his way around the foot of the bank
Dick! You went back to the camp m a hurry, I where there was a small hollow, for his quick
see."
eyes. showed him that there was no one above,
"You bet I did," the boy answered, for he had and if Arietta had gone that way she must have
arrived on the scene by this time. "But where is proceeded around below.
Miss Arietta?"
Revolver in hand, he hastened around a big
"That's what I want to know myself. I'll just rock. Then a sharp hissing came to his ears,
question these two fellows, and if they don't an- followed instantly by· the warning of a rattler. ·
swer truthfully, I certainly will kill them right But that did not stop the boy, and he took another step. Then it was that a. sharp cry came
here."
I
"The gal run out by the other way," one of the from his lips, and he started back, his face
villains answered, as he nodded toward the cave. paling. There lay his sweetheart as if she were
''But the pill doctor is inside, with his hands an! dead, and actually crawling over her body were
legs tied."
three rattlesnakes. It was one of the. most thrill"Pill doctor!" Jim Dart exclaimed, as he looked ing moments of his life. The sight fairly appalled
at the speaker in astonishment.
the young deadshot for the moment. But his
"Yes he's in there."
ready revolver quickly came into play, and three
"Dis~rm these two fellows and tie their hands, times it cracked in quick succession. So quickly
boys," the young deadshot said, somewhat excit- were the three shots fired that Charlie and Jim
edly, for he was so anxious to find his sweetheart were not there yet when he was all over. The
that he could liardly remain there a moment Ion- · wriggling forms of the snakes, which were each
ger. "Come on, Dick."
minus a head, were still upon the girl's body, and
Into the cave he ran, followed by the boy. When the boy leaped forward and quickly kicked them
they got to the other part of the cave they heard aside. At that very moment Arietta opened her
a noise in a corner, so they quickly turned that eyes and looked around in a dazed sort of way.
"Wild!" she cried, and then she fell limp in his
way.
arms and became unconscious again.
"Help help!"
•
"What was it, Wild?" came from Cheyenne
It wa~ the unfortunate pill doctor. Wild quickly reached him, and dragging him out into the Charlie · as he bounded to the young deadshot's
side.
light, and said:
"What are you doing here?"
·
"Rattlers, Charlie," the boy answered, in a low
"They caught me and one of them took my linen voice, for he was almost overcome as far as the
duster and some of my clothes. Then I was tied habit of speaking was concerned just then.
and I was told I had to wait here till he came
"Great gimlets! That's what you shot at, eh?"
back before they would set me free. I ·am Doctor
"Yes. I had to shoot quickly, Charlie, for one
Simms."
of them was about to coil, and he might have
struck poor Arietta."
"By Jove! So you're Doctor Simms, eh?"
· Wild was so surprised that for the moment he
"But he didn't," Jim said, with a sigh of relief.
almost forgot that he was searching for his sweet- "Your three shots did the job, Wild."
"Yes, my three shots," was the reply, and the
heart .
"Yes, I am Doctor Simms, and I'll make it warm boy shoo~ his head as if he was still unable to unfor the man who has gone off to impersonate me. derstand just how it had happened.
I heard him say he was going to Sandy Forks,
"Look out for more of 'em," Charlie advised,
which is but a short distance from here, and pre- as the boy turned to carry his sweetheart around
tend that he was Doctor Simms. He is the leader through the defile.
of the road agents. I know that because I took
But no more rattlers appeared, and in less than
in everything that was said when they we1·e con- a minute they entered the road agent's hidingplace.
versing."
"All right, doctor. I had my doubts of there '
"Get some water," the young deadshot said, as
being such.a person as Doctor Simms, but I see I he tenderly laid his unconscious sweetheart on the
was wrong. But I made no mistake in thinking blanket she had been forced to sit upon immethat the man who is impersonating you was Cap- diately after being brought into the cave by the
tain Hammond, the leader of the gang of road two villains who had captured her.
agents."
Jim looked around, and was lucky to find a
"That's him, that's him!" was the excited reply. bucket of water. Then all three worked away,
Wild quickly cut the doctor loose.
and quickly restored the girl to consciousness.
"Now, Dick," he said, turning to the boy, "you There was a big lump on her head where it had
go out with him and take charge of the two pris- struck when she fell down the steep bank, and this
oners. Tell Charlie and Jim to come this way, no doubt had been responsible for rendering her
and be quick about it."
senseless. But when she opened her eyes this
"All right, Wild," the. little fellow answered. time it was with a full recollection of what had
"You bet I'll keep a watch on the two scoundrels." happened, and when she found the three bending
Then he grabbed the doctor by the arm, and over her a faint smile showed upon her face, and
half dragged him th'rough the short passage. reaching up she threw her a'rms about the neck of
Wild hurried on through the cave, and soon was her dashing young lover and said:
making his way through the defile.. He had not
"It's all right, Wild. I remember. I ran away
CHAPTER IX.-Wild's Three Shots.
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· from them and got to the edge of a steep bank upon your body. I found them there when L._
before I knew it, and went tumbling down. I am came up and saw you. , I fired three shots and ·
a little dizzy, and my head pains me somewhat, the three rattlers lost their heads in a jiffy.
That's all there is to it, Et. Don't get excited
but I am all right, -and I know it."
"You are all right, little girl, so say no more a:bout it, but you certainly had a mighty narrow
about it," was the reply. "Now then, maybe escape.''
The girl's face was now very pale again. She
you will be pleased to know that two of the villains
are dead, ana the other two are outside in charge looked at her clothing, and actually brushed it
as if she still thought there might be a snake
of Dick and the pill doctor."
"Pill doctor! Oh, yes, I remember. The leader upon her. But a merry laugh from her lover
of the gang impersonat~d him. They told me quickly caused her to smile again.
"Nev.er mind, Wild. If your three shots killed
that much. Take me outside, Wild. I am anxious
the rattlesnakes, that is ·all that was necessary.
to see what he looks like."
She was lifted to her feet,' and the moment she I am ready to go back to our camp.''
The boy gave a nod, and\ taking her by the
was standing she declared that she was able to
walk without assistance. But Wild would not arm, led the way in the direction he had first
have it this way, and he half carried her through come while following the trail made by the two
the short passage and out through the other cave villains who had so cleverly kidnaped the girl:'
until they got outside. There stood Dick Spen- Little Dick seemed to feel that he was in charge
cer, the muzzle of his rifle within a couple of feet of the two prisoners, for he walked on behind
of the two prisoners, while Doctor Simms was them with his rifle cocked and ready to shoot
near, a revolver in his hand. The latter looked in case they made a break to get away. But
much relieved when our friends came out of the there was no danger of that, for they were tho:r~
oughly cowed, and seemed resigned to the fate
cave.
They soon got back
"I'm glad you found the young lady," he said, that was in store for them. spoke
of the bear.
his face · lighting up. "I saw them bring her into to the brook, and then Dick
"Charlie and Jim will take care of him, I reckthe cave and heard what was said afterward. on;"
the young deadshot answered.
She was very nervy, indeed, to make a break to
"You bet we will!" the scout exclaimed. ·"Come
escape."
breakfast. I noticed
"Nothin,g strange for her to be nervy, doctor," on, Jim. Bear steaks forputty
fat. We'll hustle
that the cub looked to be
the young deadshot said, as he looked the man him
into camp right JJ,way."
over. "So you are Doctor Simms, eh?"
"But don't for~et that I shot the bear, Mr.
"Yes, sir, that's my name. I ventured out this
Dick said, somewhat proudly.
way in the hope of doing some business, but I Charlie,"
"I ain't goin' to forgit that. But you kin bet
was stopped probably a quai:ter of a mile from that
I'm goin' to have some meat from him.''
this spot and forced to come here after being
"Oh, yes. All you want of it. I don't know
blind-folded. But you know the rest. The leader · whether
of the scoundrels went to the mining camp I ·was . ed it.'' I'll like ,b ear-meat or not. I never tastheading for to impersonate me, no·doubt thinking
"You•1r like it all right, kid. Anyone as can't
it a clever thing to do.'~
eat bear-meat won't never amount to much, not
"Yes, a very clever thing, no doubt. But we'll in this part of the country.''
fix him. We are all going straiglit to the mining
Ten minutes later the little party had reachedr
camp now, but I don't mean to let Captain Ham- the foot of the Lill and were at tl-\e bridge which
mond, as he is called, know we are there until I spanned the creek. Wild and Arietta were leadliave made a few preparations to surprise him. ing the way, the girl now carrying her rifle.
Now then, littlt girl," and the boy turned to Ari- which of course had been found in the cave.
etta, "do you feel 1able to wari. along with us?" Other than being slightly pale, she was exactly
"Oh, yes, Wild. I am all right now. Don't as she always was. But no doubt the thought
think for a moment that I am weak and trembling of what had happened while she was unconscious
over what happened .."
made her still somewhat fearsome. Straight to
"Before we start, then, I want to ask you a the camp they made their way, not proceeding
question.''
on to the Paradise Hotel, as no doubt the pill
"Ask it, Wild," and the girl looked at him won- doctor much desired to do, since he had heard
cleringly.
that his horse and burros were there. Anna and
"Did you see anything to startle you as you Eloise hastened to meet the party.
"What happened to you?" they asked, as they
were falling down the steep bank?"
"Nothing but the rock below, which I knew seized Arietta, both trying to hug her at the
.
same time.
l!lust_ be surely very hard.''
"Didn't see anything of a rattler or anything
"I had an awful time of it," was the reply.
l1f the kind, did you?"
"Wait a minute and I'll tell you all about it!.'
Then Charlie and Jim came up with the bear0
"Why, no. What do you mean, Wild?"
"Boys," and the boy turned to his two partners, and little Dick began dancing about with delight.
•it's a good thing she didn't know it.''
"I shot him, I shot him!" he said, rushing to
"What is it? What are you talking about?" Anna and Eloise. "The first bear I ever shot.
Arietta demanded, catching him with both hands. too. But you can bet it won't be the last one."
'"'What do you mean by asking me if I saw anyWild next introduced Doctor Simms, and then.
he quickly informed Anna and Eloise how he
1hing of a rattlesnake?"
"I suppose I might as well tell you. When you had been compelled to shoot two of the road
:fell down you must have been rendered uncon- agents, and how easy it had. been to capture
11eious instantly, and while you were lying there the remainin~ two.
ihree rattlers came out and crawled directly
"Now then,' he said, when he had concludedi.
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"Don't get excited, Captain Hammond," the
boy said, in his cool and easy way. "You have
worked a pretty nice game, but you have lost.
Gentlemen," and nodding to the proprietor and
the. two miners, Wild pointed to the newcomer,
"let me introduce you to the real Doctor Simms.
CHAPTER X.-A Happy Finish to a Series . The man at the table here is no other than
of Adventures.
Captain Hammond, the leader of the gang that
has been making life miserable for a great many
Captain Hammond, the leader of the hold-up people lately."
gang, might have been p. very shrewd man, but
"Whattee lat, Misler Wild?" Hop exclaimed,
he might have thought that by clinging to the springing to his feet and quickly producing the
lin-en duster all the time suspicion would be old-fashioned six-shooter he always carried. The
aroused. But evidently he thought everything exposed outlaw tore aside the linen duster and
was aU right, and he proceeded to make himself once more made a move to pull a gun. But he
at home at the Paradise Hotel. After he had was not quick enough. Young Wild West leaped
eaten a fairly good dinner he came into the upon him and, catching him by the collar, pushed
bar-room, and carrying out the part he was play- the muzzle of a revolver under his nose.
ing, offered pills and liniment for sale. He suc"Hold on, Captain," the boy said, his eyes
ceeded in selling several dollars' worth, but as
one o'clock came the miners dispersed and pro- flashing, "I just told you that you had played
a clever game, but had -1nst. That settles it.
ceeded to their work.
In the meantime, Hop Wah, the clever Chinee, We found your snGg-:t'll.ing-place and captured
had come in, and as a few miners remained, de- two of your men. --The other two didn't want to
ciding to take a holiday, it was not long before be captul'ed, so they got shot. Just step over
.
a game of draw poker was in progress. Neither t0-"1he door with me, please."
The outlaw made a move as if he was going
the bogus doctor or the Chinaman paid much attention wben Jim came in and called Cheyenne to try and make his escape, but when he felt
Charlie. The fact was that just then Hop was the cold steel pressing agai.nst his forehead he
busily engaged in fixing up the cards so he could , changed his mind and obeyed. Wild led him to
deal what he liked, and he failed to notice that the door, and there stood little Dick guarding
Jim was excited. The game went on with varyin~ · the two prisoners who had been brought over
success, for Hop did not do any cheating onl~, from the camp.
"Here are the two men we captured," the
when he got a chance at the doctor, for he knew
he was a card sharp. Drinks were served, and 7 young deadshot went on, in his cool and easy
everybody was in good humor. The two miners ' way. "I reckon you're mighty glad to see them,
captain."
in the game seemed to have plenty of money, and
cared nothing when they lost. It went on this f '- "We couldn't help it, cap," one of the prisonway for quite a while, and the game surely woul <}- ers called out as if he w~re apologizing. "Th~
have continued much longer if something had not . got the best of us, an' that was all there was
happened to give Captain Hammond the surprise 1 to it. Pete an' Bob got shot. We had an awful
of his life. Young Wild W es't walked leisurely_,., time of it, I kin tell you, but it's all up now,
intq the barroom, followed by his two partners;.. an' I s'spose we'll jest have to take our medicine."
"How are you, gentlemen?" the young deadsho t
called out, in his cool and easy way. "Enjoying'{
Hammond was certainly not what might be
a little game, I see."
-l called a coward. But he was so tak'-.1 aback at
"Lat light, Misler Wild," Hop answered, while)' the sudden tu;rn of affairs that he could hardly
the two miners nodded.
frame words to say anything just then. Since
"How are you making out, doctor?" and t ~ e the young deadshot had a revolver pointed diyoung deadshot came over and looked closely ali; rectly at his head, it would have been foolhardy
the disguised man.
J for him to make a move to J:!'et away. Evidently
"Fairly well," was the reply. "It's a game ,I
he knew this quite well. His lips moved, but
like, and it matters not whether I lose or wiyr:"' no words came from them, and finally he nod"Have you sold any pills since I saw you laf t ?" ded his head to show that he wanted to go back
"Oh, yes, did quite a little business."
, ·
into the barroom. But at that moment the real
"You have plenty left, I suppose."
"'
Doctor Simms stepped up and proceeded to remove the linen duster from his body.
"Why, yes. You want to buy some?" /
"I have a friend outside who may ne a a dose
"This is my coat, Young Wild West," the docof the pills. I'll call him in."
_
tor said, excitedly, "and he's got on my trousers,
Then Wild turned to the door and beclw,,-,,d.~th too. I want tl).em."
his hand. In came the real Doctor Sim,uJ , s
"All right, doctor,'.' the boy answered. "Just
face flushed with anger, for since he knetw he take it easy. You'll soon have all that belongs
would have plenty of protection, he was bent t4pon to you. If he has sold any of the pills you shall
having revenge upon the villain who had captu red have the money he received for them, too. Now
him and assumed his title · of a physician. C p- don't get excited."
tain Hammond recognized him instantly, and " ::ith.
"All right, sir,'' and the doctor stepped back,
a cry of dismay he sprang to his feet, at the sam·a bowing as he did so.
time reaching for his gun. But it happened thatt
The proprietor of the place and the two miners
the Hnen duster covered his weapons, so he mad@.; who had been playing cards were now talking exa miserab1e failure of it. However, it made littlJ.e citedly together in whispers. They e~idently could
or no difference, for certainly Wild would nCJt not understand what it all meant. But Jim Dart
have permitted him to use the gun.
smili~gly told them that everything was all right..
"I reckon we'll take the real Doctor Simms over
to the hotel and introduce him to the people
there. You can guess what will happen after
that."

,..
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and that there would be no furthe r danger of a
hold-up being made by the gang that had been as the youn~ deadsh ot told of how the rattles nakes -'\"
operat ing along the trail for so long a time. But were crawli ng upon her as she lay uncons cious
on the rock. But she quickly recover ed, and
they wanted to hear the whole story, so Jim
laughi ngly said:
nature dly related it briefly , not forgett ing t6good"It's all right. I have been throug h all sorts of
how two of the men had surpris ed and capturtell
ed · thrillin g experie
nces. But I am very glad, inArietta .
deed, that I was dead to the -world at that particu
"It was not a hard thing to do," he added
lar
time."
smiling ly,' "Youn g Wild West said last night
"It was Young Wild West's three shots that
that it would not be long before he would again
have the villain s. They got away from us then saved you!" Dick exclaim ed, as he ran to her exthroug h a clever movem ent on the part of one of citedly . "Just think of it! Who in all the whole
wor ld could kill three rattler s at a time like that?
them who was wound ed in the arm. That fellow
was about the most desper ate of the lot, for he is Why, he shot the heads from them just as easy as
one of the two who got shot in the cave a little could be. Cheyen ne Charli e told me so, and he
while ago. Now then, I reckon you had better knows. "
"Neve r mind, Dick," the gh-1 answei;ed, smiling
lfind the p:!."Oper man to take charge of the prisonfaintly . "There was anothe r rattler shot to-day, '
ers. There are three of them here, you know."
"I'll go for Bill Bogart right away," cried one which you will never forget, .l'm sure."
"I never will," and the boy shook his head.
of the miners as he hu;r.ried out of the place. "He's
marsha l, jedge, an' a li'"tle of everyth ing else. "You shot the head from that fellow, too. If he
Maybe he won't be surprt1l.edt:wh en he hears that had ever jumped down on me and given me one
little bite, I suppos e I wouldn 't be here now. Wonthe road agent gang has been J:>,;skd-. u,_u/'
derful things have happen ed since I came here,
The man showed that he was a pretty good 'rw- but
ner, for the way -he legged it in the directio n of ·• etta I think the greate st of all can be called 'Ariand the Rattles nakes, ' though of course
Bill Bogart 's claim was really surpris ing. Wild
Wild West's three shots saved her."
was perfect ly satisfit)d to have it that way, so he Young
"Thats ' all right, Dick," the young deadsh ot
now ordered the two prisone rs to be brough t in- said,
side. Dick was still in charge ·of them, and he · and laughin gly. "You'r e here with your uncle
aunt now, and I want you to stick to your
marche d them to a couple of chairs that Hop put
termin ation to become a rich man. Just do deas
out for them, and invited them to sit down. Then ]'Our
uncle tells you, and don't be afraid to work.
the clever Chinee got anothe r chair, and Captai n ~ou may
become
a
dead
shot,
too, for I am satisHamm ond was led in and invited to take a seat, ;fied
that you can ·shoot all right. You shot
which he promp tly did.
'- bear, and tomorr ow you will have the pleasu rethe
of
"Now then, gentlem en," Young Wild West said, eating some of the meat. Now
then, I reckon that
in his cool and easy way, "if any of you desire
will be about all."
t.::a~k any questio ns about this affair "I'll be glad
to answer them."
Next week's issue will contain "YOU N.G WILD
Hunky and Jerry, the two loitere rs, at once
pressed forwar d, no doubt feeling that they had a WEST AND THE SKY PILOT ; or, THE ROP' ~RS OF 'ROUG H AND READ Y' RANC H." .
right to speak as well as any one else.
"Tell us how you caught 'em, Young Wild
West," the former said, eagerly .
"All right, I'll do that mighty quick."
Then the boy related· the story in detail, and
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lock-up and a party set out for the cave to
bring the bodies of the two men to the camp
and also ransac k the place. When supper -time
came that night our friends had as their guests
Spence r and his wife and little Dick. There
plenty oi the venison stew left, but Wing was
had
seen to it that a few extras had been provide d,
Make Secre t Inves tigatio ns
and it certain ly was ·a rousing good meal. The
Earn Big Money. Work home or travel.
princip al topic of conver sation was of the startFascin ating work. Excell ent o})_portu•
ling events of the day, though quite a little was
nity. Experi ence unnece ssary. Partiosaid of what happen ed the night before. But
ulars free. Write:
everyb ody was in good humor , and it was not until Wild gave a descrip tiol) of what happen ed to
GEORGE R. WAG NER
Arietta that there was anythi ng like a dead si- ,
Fonne r Go11ernmenf Detectiv•
Jenee for a minute or two. Arietta paled slightl y
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Fred and the Fire Chief
--or - -

The Case of the Boss of .Boston
By DICK ELLISON
' (A Serial Story)

.CHAPT ER XIII.
Boss Bradley Tackles Fred Again.
Fred went directly over to East Boston, found

the sailors' boarding -house, and was given a room.

The place was neither better nor · worse than
its kind, and that was bad enough for a boy of
Fred's sensitive nature.
The room was a mere closet open at the top, one
of a dozen of the same sort.
The only place to sit in was the barroom on the
lower floor.
.
This was crowded with sailors most of the time,
and fairly reeked with bad tobacco and the fumes
of whisky and beer.
_
.
The keeper of the place was a· Bangor, Mame,
man one George Parcher.
H; treated Fred very civilly, and seemed to be
aware that there was some special reason for his
bein_g there.
Perhaps he had been posted by Sam Stark, or
possibly by Mr. Crow, the manage r of the detec.tive agency, Fred thought.
.
.
The meals in the place were simply abomma ble.
Fred had to go to a resteura nt, and this after
the lapse of three days had so ~ncroached upon
the cash which Sam Stark had given
a starter
!fl "finance the scheme," as he put it,_asthat
Fred
aegan to get seriously concerne d, for smce he left
Harriso n A venue he had seen nothing of the detective.
Before leaving Sam, Fred had turned over to .
him the counterf eit bills given him by the fire
chief all but two or three, which the detective
thought he had better retain.
.
.
Just what Sam intended to do with them he. did
not state; in fact he had been rather mrsteno '!s
about the whole thing, and Fred found himself m
an equally mysteriQ us frame of mind when he retired on the evening of the third day of his stay
in the sailors' boarding -house.
"If somethin g don't turn up tomorro w I am
going to hunt up Stark and r:;ake him. tell w~at
he means by sending me here, Fred said to himself, when he turned in that night shortly after
ten.

He did not have to wait for morning .
He had been asleep but a short time when his
eaceful slumber s were rudely interrup ted by a
underou s knocking on his door.
"Who's there?" cried Fred, springin g up with
start.
.
"It's me Fachne r"-the name Fred had givenswered Parcher from the other side of the door.
here's a lady in a carriage downsta irs who
ts to speak to you, and she says you must be

ickl'
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"A lady!" gasped Fred. "I don't know anr,
lady who can want to see me. What's. her name?'
"She didn't give her name. She said to tell you
that she came from Sam."
"Tell her that I will be right down," replied
Fred, beginnin g to hurry on his clothes.
. .
And he was down and at the cab door withm
five minutes.
It was rather dark there by the watersid e
where electric lights are unknown and street
lamps are few, but Fred caught sight of a very
attractiv e face inside the cab, and a pair of
}>right, flashing eyes regarded him keenly .
"You are Fred Fowler? " asked the lady, in a
hurried whisper.
"I would like to know who you are before I answer any question s," re_plied Fred warily. "You
are altogeth er a stranger to me."
"Of course. Look here."
The lady in the cab opened a little handbag
and produced a detective 's badge.
"I am connecte d with the United States Secret
Service Bureau, " she said. "Sam Stark sent me
to you."
"That will be all right, then. I am the person
you want."
"Then let me tell you to be ready. Boss Bradley is now on his way here. He may arrive any
instant. We have had a hard time ' getting this
steer started, but I think we have succeeded at
last, and I want to caution you to be most careful
in your dealings with the man." ,,
"I don't need to be told that. I've had my experience with him already. "
"I know, but one can never tell. Take a good
look at my face. Make certain that you will know
me again, even if you see me somewh at disguised."
"It's hard to see you here in the dark, missus,"
faltered Fred.
"Put your head in through the window. Of
course it's hard to see me while you stand off so.
Come, come, man! What are you afraid of? I'm
not going to kiss you. There, that's better. Now
then, my name is Long-M iss Cassie Long. Remember, if you hear that name it wJll be me."
All this was said in a whisper, so that the cab
driver caught none of it.
"All right," said Fred. "I'll do my best. When
do I see Mr. Stark?"
.
"Can't tell," replied Miss Long. "Good-n ight
and good.,l.uck!"
,.
She tltlJrlst her head out of the window and told
the driver to start for the ferry.
Fred returned to the bar-room .
Here condition s were as uncomfo rtable as usual.
A drunken sailor was warbling a "shanty" over
at a table in one corner.
TheAl was quite a little crowd about the bat,
and all seemed to be talking at once.
The foul atmosph ere made Fred's head fairly
spin.
He stepped out on the sidewalk , and had scarcely reached it when a cab came dashing up to the
door.
For the minute Fred thought it was Cassie
Long back again, when the d.or was flung open
and out steppe(,! a large man who looked enquiringly at George Parcher 's sign.
It was Alex Bradley, the .fire chief of Boston!
Fred recogniz ed him instantly in spite of the

I
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fact that he was somewhat disguised by a rough

"Come, mister, I'm only a poor boy," said
suit of clothes and a big slouch hat. .
Fred. "If you are one of the owners of the .._
"I'm looking for a young fellow named Fach- Five Brothers you get your sha1·e of the insurner," he said, coming up t oFred. "Can you tell ance, I suppose. Some of that ought to be
me if he is stopping here?"
coming my way."
"My name is Fred Fachner, sir," was the reply.
"What do you mean?"
"I suppose it is me you want."
"It is just as I supposed. You have been
"Did you ship on the Five Brothers, the schoon- running about the insurance company's office
er which was lost at sea?" demanded the Boss, with some cock-and-bull story. I've been warned
with an earnestness which ·he made no attempt to against you. Let me tell you that you are
making the mistake of a lifetiuie. Do you
conceal.
know who I am?"
"I did;,'
"You are the man who escaped on a raft?"
"I guess I do."
"Well, who?"
"I am."
"The fire chief of Boston. Som~ call you the
Fred was all in a tremble in the presence of his
powerful enemy.
Boss."
"Well!"
"I want to see you; I want to have a talk with
"Well, what?"
you. Can you come away from this place with
"If I am the Boss of Boston I ought to be
me?"
"Why, of course I can. I am not a prisoner a pretty powerful proposition to buck against.
Don't you think so?"
here."
"I suppose you are. I haven't bucked against
"Sometimes you fellows are not much better
than prisoners when you get into the h1tnds of the you that I know of."
crimps," said Boss Bradley, showing his teeth.
"Yes, you have."
"Jump in . .It may prove to be for your advan"How?"
tage, young man."
"You went to the insurance company."
But Fred was not going to drop off his perch
"Did I?"
so easily.
"You did."
"I don't knpw you," he said. "Where do you
"You say so. I'm not saying anything."
want me to go?"
You don't have to. Now how came you on
"Just for a ride if nothing more comes out .of that schooner? Your name is not on the list of
it," replied the chief. "My name is Bradley. I her crew."
am one of the owners of the Five Brothers.
"Wasn't it put there? I suppose not
I
Come, I can't stand here talking. If you want shipped at the last minute. I suppose Captain
to make a stake you had better do as I say."
Snell forgot to write me down.' '
"All right. I'll . go." "You are just. a tramp he picked up on the
"Jump in, then," said the chief, and he whis! wharf, then?"
pered a few words to the driver after Fred
"Call me that if you want to."
climbed into the cab.
"Why didn't you go away with him?"
The Boss popped in after him and slammed
"I suppose he thought I knew too much, Boss~
the door.
He locked me in before they started, that's all."
"Hold -on," said Fred. "Are you going to
"You had better spit it right out now. What
bring me back here again, mister?"
do you know?"
"Certai.Jily, if you wish it. You don't sup"I knowed they bored the schooner's bottom
pose I am going to run away with you, young full of holes, so there! If I am expected
to
man?"
keep my mouth shut some one has got to pay
"I can't see why you should."
me for doing it---that's all.''
"And I shan't. Now take it easy. Do you
"It is just as I thought," said Bradley, quietsmoke?"
ly. "Now let me have my innings. You made
The Boss pushed out the cigars.
a big mistake in not yoming to me in the first
Meanwhile the cab was on the move.
place, but you did well not to say any more
Fred accepted the cigar and a light.
than you did when you called at the office of
The Boss lit his own weed and settW back the insurance company. I have friends there.
in the corner.
They have tipped me off. It · is now between
"Now, then, young · man," he said, "what do you and me."
you know about the loss of that schooner?"
Some one had evidently tipped off the Boss,
Come, speak out. It will pay you to be frank."
and it was equally evident that he had swalThe time had come.
Fred had received careful instructions, . and lowed the bait, hook and all.
Fred, of course, had never been near the
now was the time to prove whether or no he insurance
company.
was able to carry them out.
Equally, of course, this was some of Sam
"What I know I have kept to myself so- far,"
he replied. "I don't know that I . have anything Starks work.
"Very good," replied Fred. "It is between
to say unless you show me where I am coming you
and me, then. I'm to be bought off, Boss.
in."
It's your next move.''
"It would be easy for me to have you put
out of the way, if I was that kind of a man,''
CHAPTER XIV
said the fire chief, "but I am not. Neither am
Dealings with the Boss of Boston
I a man to be blackmailed out of one red
"Where you are coming in?" demanded the cent.''
fire chief. "What do you mean by that?"
(To be continued\
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INTERESTING ARTICLES
TIME-SENSE CENTRE
Why is it that most of us beat _time unco~sciously with ,o ur feet whenever a hvely tune 1s
layed '! The reason, says the S.wi~s scientist
oepli, is that the n1:;rve cen~res which re~ct to
he sensations of hearmg music are located m the
eet at a point in each foot under the bend beween the ankle and the toe bones. Moreover, the
erve spots which react .to mus~cal rhythm, he
adds are in the feet, near the big toes. In the
eet ~lso are the nerves controlling the ability to
ance rhythmically.
'BLACK SNOW' FALLS IN FRANCE ON
. WHITE DURING THICK MIST
What is described by the inhabitants of Paris,
~ "Black snow" fell . in .consider.able qua~tities
·n the mountainous district of Livrado1s m the
epartment of Puy-<le-Donie following a heavy
snow-storm.
After a fall of ordinary white snow a thick
and very cold mist came up and when it had
cleared away a thick coating of "black snow,"
ooty in appearance was discovered upon the
hite snow. No one. in the district could recall
uch a phenomenon before.
COIN BALANCING TRICK
If some one challenged you to balance a coin
n the edge of a tumbler by placing only the
dge of •the coin in contact with the glass, you
ight easily give it up as impossible. Simply
ake two forks~ interlock their prongs over the
oi.n, and a very little adjusting will give a pomon where the whole construction will stay
alanced even though the coin is placed with its
xtreme edge against the tumber. In 'fact, the
earer the edge of the coin the better will the
pparatus balance.

------

DANGEROUS ROADS
The construction of highway surface, says Dr.
. C. Dickinson of the United States Bureau of
tandards, is an important element in skidding
ccidents. While much has been done on banking
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and widening curves, more research is needed on
this fruitful cause of fatalities.
·
"Running a tangent into an arc of a circle obviously produces a curve," continued the expert,
"which can only be approximated by a vehicle,
since to follow the curve would require the instantaneous shifting of the steering wheel from
the position of a straight line motion to that for
the constant r_adius of curvature for the circular
arc. This is evidently impossible. Doubtless a
study of the traffic lines on a stretch of new con•
crete would show how nearly the average driver
can approximate this instantaneous curve."
SHE'S MERELY A GORILLA, BUT SHE HASl
A BIG JOB
Miss Congo, a three-year-old gorilla weighing
130 pounds, is sitting serenely in her "room" at
the James D. Burbridge estate, unaware that she's
going to be/ given tests shortly from which it is
hoped to gain more scientific; knowledge for the
benefit of mankind.
.
Professor Robert Yerkes, of the psychology departme;nt of Yale University, will come here soon
to make sci1;ntific observations of Miss Congo,
generally believed to be the only living gorilla in
cap~ivity and declared ti? be the only female I
gorilla ever to have been m captivity.
I:ast summer_ ~he professor paid the young ,
gor~lla lady a VlSlt and put her through some in- 1
telhgence tests, following which he said he had
been greatly impressed with the animal's clarity
of thought and apparent ability to reason.
Ben B_urbridge, wh? captured Miss Congo in
the Belgian Congo, said that she evinces no sign
of vici~u~ness a_nd apparently is in as good health
and spirits as 1f she had been left in her nativei
jungles.
ARE JUPITER AND SATURN COLD?
Perhaps to some this question means nothiag
whatever. But to those w.l).o have taken elementary courses in astronomy, where the teacher laid
it down solemnly a s a known fact that since both
Jupiter and Saturn are much less solid than the
earth {that is, their density is less), they are
gaseous bodies whose surface is a hot, seething
mass covered with clouds and vapors.
That s<;mnds spectacular and interesting, but
the fact is that recent r adiometric observations
indicate that the surface t emperatures of these
plaitets are low-extremely low. Indeed, it is
now thought that they get no heat at all except
what comes from the sun.
But if they are cold, how can they have such a
low density? To us, a low density means a gas,
and a gas, for many elements, means the applica•
tion of much heat. The two facts seem to con•
tradict each other. No end to this mystery story
is yet in sight.
As if this were not enough to puzzle us, we find
that certain parts, or belts, of these planets rotate
at different speeds from certain other belts. It
is as if all the countries on our Equator had a
twenty-six hour day, while the United States and
Europe and China went around so fast that they
had only a twenty-two hour day. Without stopping to feel sorry for a time-keeper on Jupiter,
we can still wonder-and thus far, wonder in vain
-how it happens.

.
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dreds of feet in the hot air, catching up the loose,
round, rolling bushes in a demon's dance, and
moving along in procession, like a file of shadowy giants.
And so we rode on, and the shimmering , regood
a
February,
in
morning
one
early,
Very
heat from the earth increased as the sun
flected
from
boy
black
a
with
started
I
ago,
'.hlany years
We saw ahead of us, extending for
higher.
rose
·
district
the
in
Rjver,
M-the
-on
our station
slight depression on the plain, the
a
across
miles,
missing
four
for
look
to
Wales,
of New South
rippling lake, the shadows of the
a
of
semblance
for
-blowing
been
had
wind
hot
stock horses. A
on its edges like those of stately
reflected
bushes
across
storm
thunder
a
been
some days, there had
figure of some emu likewise
tall
the
and
trees,
the
that
thought
we
and
the back of our country,
were standing hock deep
they
though
as
repeated,
mares.
some
with
missing horses were out there
the mirage fade away
did
Nor
water.
clear
in
black
good
a
was
Billy-go-nim ble, my companion,
quite close to its shadowy margin,
boy, as boys go, smart and active, a lightweigh t, until we were
that even we, who had seen
and a good rider, but he looked somewhat odd so strangely deceptive
the beautiful , vision full many a time and oft,
just then.
that there lay before us
My friend and mate, Jack F--, had bathed were tempted to believe
sheet of tree-fringe d, windhis hair with eau de cologne, in Billy's presence. some mysterious
Billy, emulating his white superior, had rubbed swept water,
his curls with the first transparen t and strong"Blue gleaming, like a sea of molten steel."
smelling liquid he could lay hands on, which happened to be turpentine, and Billy's head was as
A mile or two more, and we reached some low._
smooth as a billiard ball.
of sandhills, topped with black-looki ng pine
ridges
of
couple
a
holding
I had filled my water-bag,
yellow with dry grass; the landscape
and
trees,
of
piece
a
quarts, before starting, and pocketed
well been sketched in sepia, on buffhave
might
bring
may
bread, for who shall say what a day
colored paper.
forth?
At the foot of these pine ridges were some
As we rode along the sun rose over the ~astern
of stunted polyganuin bushes,
horizon, its rim showing lurid and red through small _swamps, fullremain
a little water from the
the light haze, ominous of the heat to follow. As where might yet of a few days back, and ·near
it rose higher the refracted images on the hori- thunder storms
signs of the horses we
zon faded away, the hot wind from the northwest which we expected to find
quarter grew stronger, and the limit of vision were seeking.
We soon saw some fre-sh horse tracks, and presaround us seemed to contract and diminish. Here
basin where water had
and there faint lines or dust marked where the ently found a shallow
by the hoofs
mobs of lazy cattle were drawing out to their lain, now trampled into yellow mud
of emu and wild
camps far away from the river, where a few of horses and cattle. Tracks
dogs were also in plenty, but there was not water
black pine trees gave a useless shade.
for our thirsty nags to get a drink. The
enough
plain,
gray
On we rode, slowly out on the great
were fresh, but we could not make
tracks
horse
our
over
a couple of falcons "waiting on" high
they seemed to have gone- bot}- :;them;
of
much
our
heads, ready to swoop at quail or small birds
I spared Billy a mouthful o-f"
So
west.
and
e_ast
and
horses' feet might put up among the low salt
the water in which was still
bag,
my
from
water
cotton bushes through which we were brushing; cool, thanks to the evaporatio n from the porous
here and there a little paddy melon, its paws in- canvas of which the bag was made. We had
nocently .,crossed over its breast. Farther on, a short smoke, and agreed that Billy should go
Billy killed a big yellow snake with a blow of his in one direction, I in another, to places where a
long stock whip, and the sound of the whip sent little water might still be lying, and should we
all the cattle in sight trotting, galloping, and not find the horses, meet at a certain cattle camp
raising clouds of dust, to the nearest camp, their well known to us both.
place of rendezvous .
As I rode off to the westward the tall trees
Presently, lying oh the edge of a little dry fringing the river were just visible in the far
dea
of
corpse
dried-up
the
')Jassed
swamp, we
distance, like a line of gray cloud above the horifunct bullock, nothing left of hil!l but bones and zon. The sun was dimmed by a haze, but the
a
cut
had
someone
which
sunbaked hide, from
wind, as I faced it, blew hot as the breath from
strip along the back to be made into whipfalls. the mouth of an oven.
carcass,
the
about
Billy, noticing certain signs
more
for
s
companion
my
of
sight
lost
not
had
I
grin.
a
with
me
rode over to it, and beckoned to
of an hour when I saw, a mile or
I held his horse while he dismounted and fished than a quarter
looming through the smoky mist
out from inside the dry ribs a little, blind, yel- two ahead of me,
and refracted by the glimmering heat from thl 1
low, squeaking dingo puppy.
earth, certain dark, moving objects, which, in anBilly soon placed the puppy back again.
out, by the switching of their
We leave them in peace today, meaning to come other mile, I made
dark color, to be horses; cattle
again another time, when they are older, and tails and their
would not have been moving in such scorching
take one home for a pet.
of day.
As the morning wore on, and the wind grew weather at that time
Cantering on, and keeping wide to the left of
stronger and hotter, the sky to windward assumed
a coppery glare, and a smoky mist made the them, for I wanted to go about due north for th19
shadows of man and horse seem gray and indis- river, I soon saw that they were our four stock
tinct. Whirlwinds , following the line of the low horses, and about a dozen mares and yearlings.
aandhills, raised tall columns of red sand, hun- One of the mares had a foal with her, about eigbt
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or ten weeks old, which had been the attract ion old and shrunk en, and almost as
water- tight 'as
for our vagabo nd nags.
india-r ubber, and the cork had held tight.
They stood and looked at me, letting me come
The water revived me wonde rfully. I sat up,
within a hundre d yards. Graybe ard, my mount, with my back agains t the saddle,
and began to
waxed much excited when the old mare, whinny - realize the situatio n.
ing to her foal, put her head down and went away
Soon the wind lulled, there was a dead calm
over the plain as hard as she could lay legs to and
silence, nothin g stirred in the sultry air. The
the ground , her youngs ter going easily at her
black cloud rose from the south faster and faster,
heels.
until
ly, heralde d by the rolling bushes
The line she took was almost at right angles leapingsudden
and boundi ng like wild things before it,
to the course I wanted her to go, while the rest, the squall
broke over me, bringin g with it a
after a few prelim inary bucks and kicks, fol- heavy,
driving rain, which felt like ice upon my
lowed her lead, and I could see, from the 1:>U~i- heated skin,
ness-li ke way the old mare led off, that I was m shirt. This and made me shiver in my drench ed
rain-sq uall, the usual termin ation of
for a cracke r. The ground was good going, so
a
far I pulled down the chin strap. of my old cab- terhotin wind, on'ly lasted five minute s, but left was, and I drank my fill, and ate a
bage-tr ee hat, caught hold of Grerbe ard'~ head- piece ofpuddle
the bread I had pockete d in startin g.
he was pulling desper ately-a nd m a nnle or ·so
A beautif ul, clear night succeeded the brief
had the lot headed straigh t for the river. Pres- twiligh
ently they settled into a hard gallop; -I got a pull, came, t. The stars paled at last, and the dawn
and began to look for Billy, thinkin g that he wailin with a puff of col-d wind, bearin g with it the
g howl of a wild dog.
must have seen our dust, but no Billy was visible.
Hundr eds of cattle, shining afar in the bright
ith anothe r loud whinny ing to her foal, !he old
vixen of a mare slewed off the line again, skirt- mornin g, were feeding on toward me, and after
ing some small dry swamp s full of low polyga num watchi ng for an hour or two, which seemed an
bushes , nasty rotten going, the sunbak ed ground age, I saw a mob of them run! What would make
them run but a horsema12? And my straini ng
full of deep, wide cracks. .
eyes espied, far away to my left, a quickly movCrossin g one of these, and racing almost ing dark
speck, which must be-w as-a horseabreas t of the leader, to head the horses the man!
right way, I sud_denly found myself flying i!!~o b~shes Iin had set fire to a heap of dry, rolling
space had just time to be aware that I was m blue smoke?the swamp . Would he see the faint
He was too far down the plain, and
for a' regula r croppe r," saw a bright, broad flash
would never come near me on that course. I could
of light, and knew no more.
stand up no longer, excited though I was; but as
Slowly and at length I began to experie nce the I sank down I fancied
heard the sound of a
horror s of recove ry from a stunni ng shock. Bars whip. Up I scramb led andI waved
my coat, and lo!
of alterna te lig-ht and blackn ess seemed to cross there, within a mile of me, _to
my right, were two
my eyes; I felt deathly sick, with a night~ are men, riding as hard as their horses
could go. And
sense of pain and helples sness. Presen tly I dimly I was safe! The gloomy visions
of the night were
realize d that by some myster ious means I was ly- gone, the pain of my leg
was
forgot ten-I was
ing in a heap among a lot of low bushes , my safe!
-right leg double d under me that _my head was
Ten minute s before I had been telling myself
1
'-1!Ching, and that I was terribl
y thirsty . Then
that anothe r day on that shadele·ss, pitiless , waremem bered that I had had a rattlin g fall, noI terless
novelty to me in those days, and my right leg known plain, and I should be deliriou s, as I had
good men to be who were in less sore
felt numbe d, as thoup:h "sleepy ." I tried to move straits than
I; and that when my friends should
it,out the foot refused its office. I tried again, find me
at last, some of those cruel crows who
felt a sickeni ng, grating pain, and knew that my- had already
found me out, and were croakin
leg was broken just abClve the ankle.
with voices of ill omen from a bush close by,g
Before , in mv dazed state, I had realize d all would have had their fill with my
eyes and face.
that this meant, I turned my head, \ and, to my
And now I was safe,
Jack and the black
astonis hment, saw Grey beard lying close behind boy had pulled up their and
horses by my side, and
me, with his head doubled awkwa rdly beneat
we had shaken hands; and though Jack only said,
him. He had broken his neck, and was stone dead.h "Well, old man, not broke
neck this time?"
I got hold of the end of the· reins, which was I knew by his eyi;s that he, your
too, was very glad.
close to me, and with an effort pulled his head
They made a rough splint of polyga num sticks
from under him. His eyes were glazed. The and saddle straps, gave me
a drink from a flask
shadow s were lengthe ning. The dead horse and and laid me in a spring
, fitted with a matI had been lying in the sun, in that scorch ing tress, which they had wagon
brough t along. Then I
·nd, about four hours. A raging thirst was my heard how I had been found.
j'jredom inant sensati on. So strong was it that I
Our stockm an had found the horses I had been
could think of nothing , long for nothin g, but waafter near the river. Bill could see by the sweat
ter.
I looked to see which way the horse had fallen. marks that they had gallope d a long way, and
His offside was upperm ost, and there was the when the boy came home withou t mo, guei;sed al•
water- bag still buekle d to the quarte r of the sad- most exactly what had happen ed, o.nd sent for
dle. Carefu lly and painfu lly I crawle d to my Jack. They started at dawn, and hnd hardly
dead steed, unbuck led the preciou s vessel, in been out three hours when Billy's sh1:i.rp cxos ~fiW
which was more than a pint of water, and dl1lnk my thin curl of smoke, tmd I WM s:i1J.fo. H.At:1 thtt
stockm an never seen tho11a hol'1111i:i, or hB.d th@
half of it, I think the most welcome draugh
t I
ever swallo wed in my life. The stout canvas was storm come sooner, 1J.nd wMhed tht1m 61~~1'1, my
bones tnight 1tm be lying ne1n• poflf Qrflyhe~rd'1w

so
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CURRENT NEWS
EGGS KEPT 14 WEEKS HATCH HEALTHY
CHICKS
Eggs preserved for fourteen weeks by a new
process have been hatched and the chicks were
strong and healthy. The inventor is A. G. Stabback of London, who has also demonstrated, he
says, that fruit may be kept perfectly fresh for
several months.
TEXAS .HEN FLIES TO SHOW HERE
There are hens and hens. One in the latter
class recently took an airplane trip from Dallas
to Chicago to be entered in the thirty-eighth annual Madison Square Garden Poultry Show. So
important do judges consider the barnyard aviatrix that they withhelc1 decisions in its class recently. The hen's owner is J. Harry Kettle of
Dallas.
THE FIVE PENNIES
This little problem comes from England, and
we warn you that it ·is not an easy one. · Every
one knows how to lay four pennies so that they
shall be at exactly an equal distance from each
other. Just lay three of them in a triangle, all
touching, and lay the fourth on top; then, since
every penny touches every one penny, they can
be said to be equidistant from each other. Now
try to do the same thing with five penniesplace them so that every penny touches every
other penny. Of course it must be don~ without
holding any of the pennies. The inventor of this
problem says that few are able to ·do it at the
first try, and that many fail altogether.
HAS MARS AN ATMOSPHERE?
Until 1924 the good conservative astronomer
:would laugh if you claimed Mars had an atmosphere. Oh, yes, some perhaps, he would admit,
but very rare and very limited. Now, as a result
of discoveries made two years ago, the whole
question is more up in the air than ever. And
of course this reinvolves the old query: "Is there
life on Mars?"
The debate about the "canals" on Mars is so
old that one might think it an a fair way to settlement. Quite to the contrary, astronomers are
as far apart in their ideas on this as they ev'!r
were. Are they canals, or are they not? Your
opinion has as good a chance of being true as does
any one's.
A MARKET PROBLEM
An inspector of market conditions was trying
to learn from Miller, the grocer, how much profit
he was making on his popular mixture of coffee, selling at 30 cents per pound.
"It's like this," said Miller, "I pay 25 cents
the pound for Mocha and 15 cents for Java. I
have just mixed up 80 pounds, whioh, selling at
BO cents, gives me 33 1-3 per cent. profit on my
investment."
That's a fair statement, •so lei; us figure out
how much Mocha there is in Miller's popular
mixture.•

RABBIT GETS AN ASSIST IN THIS HOLE IN ONE
British golfers are puzzling over a freak holein-one and a question of golf etiquette at the same
time.
A_play~r's tee shot rolled past the flag, up the
slopmg bank at the back of the green and into a
rabbit hole. By a local rule the ball was picked
out and dropped without penalty. It rolled down
the slopi~g gr_een and into the cup.
Observmg tune-honored custom, the player tipped his caddie handsomely and bought refreshments for his friends, only to be told later that
a referee would not have allowed the hole because a golfer isn't supposed to gain any advantage other than a fair lie when dropping a
picked-up ball.
If the ball could not have been dropped without rolling, experts ruled, it should· have be-en
placed in a fair lie by hand.
SLASHING THROAT TO KILL HERSELF,
WOMAN ONLY PROLONGS HER LIFE
When Mrs. Jemima Thomas, sixty-three, of
Nonymaen, Gwansea, attempted to commit suicide by cutting her throat, she merely prolonged
her life.
This curious fact developed at the inquest on
the woman, who has just died in a hospital two
months after the attempt, not from the throat
wounds, but from the chronic disease that tempted her to end her life.
Medical testimony showed the woman suffered
from nephritis and in the stress of mental disturbance she attampted to cut her throat. She
inflicted a wound five inches long but missed the
main arteries.
The resulting hemorrhage reduced ·the blOQg
pressure on the brain and, according to her doctor, undoubtedly prolonged her life. The doctor
said death would almost certainly have occurred
before, but the loss of blood kept her alive another month or six weeks.
WATCH ON CLIFF FOR SHIP LOST
CENTURIES AGO
The custom, founded on a legend of the Middle
Ages, of watching from the cliffs of Brighton for
the Nicholas galley is carried out each year by
the aged inhabitants of that section of England.
The galley, it is said, appears every year off
Worthing and sinks in the same place.
Many centuries ago a feud raged between the
J.,ord of Pevensey and the Earl of W arene, Lord
of Lewes, according to the legend. One day the
troops of the rivals met on the slopes below Lewel'I
Castle, and the battle was witnessed by the beau. tiful Lady de Warrene, who held her infant son
in her arms. She saved her husband's life by
praying to St. Nicholas, vowing that should her
husband's life be spared, her son would not wed
until he had placed the Holy Belt of St. Nicholas
on the Tomb of' the Virgin at Byzantium.
Twenty years later, Lord Manfred, the son, set
sail in the Nicholas galley to fulfill his mother's
vow. A year later the ship struck Shoreham Rock
and sank.
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TIMELY T O PICS
EGYPTIAN -SPITE
The childish trait of "faking it out" on an inanimate object when one hl;ls a fit of temper seems
to have been a serious business in ancient Egypt.
An archaeological expedition of the Berlin
Museum has just returned from Egypt with 290
pieces of pottery, fragments of some 80 clay vessels, all written over with the names of foreign
Princes and peoples with whom tlie Egyptians of
about 2000 B. C. were at war, together with a
number of Egyptian names as well, presumably
of rebellious communities. These names, it' is
believed, were inscribed on the vessels, which were
then shattered with suitable ceremonials, in the
belief that the foes would thereby be injured.
YAWNING MAY INDICAT·E CLOSE
ATTENTION
If people yaw~ when you talk to them it may be
the sincerest compliment they could pay.
The man who in a poker game picks up one of
those winning hands that occur once in a lifetime, and actually yawns before unloading his
dynamite, doesn't deserve any fame as a "poker
face"-he could no more help yawning than he
could fly.
And when she yawns just at the moment when,
in the porch swing, you're nerving yourself for
the big moment--ten to one it's because her heart
has been pounding at unaccustomed speed too.
Anything may start a yawn. An earnest,
monotonous talker; seeing someone else do it; excessive nervousness; love; too much concentration
or not enough of it. ·
We yawn when we are bored, but we yawn
when we are excited, too; we yawn when we are
· sleepy and when we've had too much sleep; whe,1
we are enjoying the best of health, or when we
are sick or about to be. And, strangest of all,
we may yawn when we are about to die.
Underneath all of these things, which the doctors term "incoming sensory impulses," the primary purpose of the yawn is to supply the imperative demands of our bodies for "more air and
hurry up about it!" says Popular Science
Monthly.
A teacher of economics in a small college early
in the year began to entertain a hearty dislike
for · one of his pupils. This student, a boy from
the farm, would sit forward in his chair in an
attitude of deepest attention, seemingly hanging
on the teacher's every word. Then, just as the
teacher was beginning to believe he had captured
thii, particular student's imagination, the country
boy's face would disappear behind a yawn.
The instructor, being young, was sensitive, and
happened to talk about the boy once to an old
doctor who was dean of the medical school.
The dean laughed.
"Why," he said, "that boy is paying you the
highest compliment nossible. He is so interested
that his brain draws on the blood for more oxygen. He has to yawn!"
Yawns also have their bad sides. They are
sometimes the product of melancholy, languor,
torpor, ennui or weakness, or of the malaise that

precedes the onset of a: disease. It is regarded
in the world of medicine as a sort of indirect
symptom.
CAUSES OF CANCER
Cancer is caused by the related operation of
several factors rather than by a single cause.
This is the conclusion reached by Dr. Leo Loeb
of Washington University after many years of
research on breast cancer uf mice.
Since 1910 Dr. Loeb has been collaborating
with Miss A. C. E. Lathrop of Granby, Mass., on
inbred strains of mice in order to determine what
effect family predisposition has on the incidence
of spontaneous cancer. Recently Dr. Loeb's results have been verified by Dr. C. F. Cori of the
Institute of Malignant Diseases in Buffalo.
Dr. Loeb believes that hereditary disposition,
in the c~se of mammai:y cancer in mice, plays a
very important role in the spontaneous development of the disease, but that heredity alone is
not decisive. The presence of certain internal
secretions is essential to supplement or co-operate with the animal's innate sensitivity. When
these secretions are withheld the animals do not
so readily develop the disease-a discovery that
may have . important practical bearing on efforts
to prevent cancer or at least to lower the cancer
rate among human beings.
In dealing with th.e causes of cancer the problem always narrows down to the question, what
makes this particular group of cells grow so outrageously. Various causes have been and are
continually bei_ng suggested to account for this
misplaced energy, from micro-organisms to the
psychic condition of "worry." It is known that
continued irritation of a mechanical or chemical
sort can induce caner, but the spontaneous development of the disease, the sudden rush of en. ergy, the "will to grow," on the part of a particular group of cells, for no visible reason, is
baffling.
Dr. Loeb found that some mice families showed
as high as 60 or 70 percent cancer rate, while
others showed only 4 or 5 precent or even less.
He found, however, that the hereditary influence
could be checked in female mice by cutting off
the supply of internal secretion from the ovary.
The nor mal growth of the mamary gland is dependent upon the hormone from the ovary, and
similarly the excessive, abnormal growth of cancerous tissue in the mammary gland is influenced by the ovary secretions. By removing the
ovary at the age of six months or less, just after
the mouse is sexually mature, Dr. Loeb was able
to lower very decidedlv the cancer rate. In
strains where the normal rate was 60 to 70 percent the castrated mice showed a rate of only 11
percent.
Dr. Loeb concludes that the causes of cancer
are complex and that the balance of different
factors, hereditary sensitivity and the supply of
internal .secretions, besides whatever external
s~imuli_ may be appli~d, must be s~udied quantitatively rn order to give greater msight into the
cause and prevention of the disease.
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OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS
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Useful, Instructive, and Amusing. They contain
Valuable Information on Almost
Every Subject.

- - LATEST ISStll!IS - 1219 Young Wlld West and the Golden Imaae; or, Lureil

THE BOYS OF NEW YORK S T ~
No. 42.
l'IPEAKER.-Contn ining n varied assortment of stump
speeches, Negro, Dutch and Irish. Also end men's jokes.
No. 44. HOW TO WRITE IN AN ALBUM.-A grand
collection of Album Verses suitable for any time and
occasion; embracing Lines of Love, Alfectlon, Sentiment,
Humor, Respect, anci Condolence; also Verses Suitable
for Valentines nod Weddings. ,
No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.-A complete and
handy little book, giving the rules and full directions
for playing , Euchre. Cribbage. Casino. Fortv-flve.
Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, Auction Pitch, .A.II
Fours, nnd many other popular games of cards.
No. 5S. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.-A wonderful
little book. telling you how to write to your sweetheart,
your father, mother, sister, brother, employer; and In
fart evnyhoily nnd anyhody you wish to write to.
No. 55.

HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.-

No. 5'1'.

HOW TO lllAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMF.NTS.

Containing valuable information regarding the collectIng and arranging of stamps nod coins. Handsomely
lllustrated.

-Full directions how to make n Banjo, Violin, Zither,
Aeolian Harp, Xylophone and other musical instruments; tog!'ther with n brief description of nearly every
musical Instrument used in ancient or modern times.
.
Profusely lllustra ted.
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.-By Old Xing
Brady. the well-known detective. In which he lays down
some valuable rules for beginners, and also relates some
adventures of well-known detectives.
No. 61. HOW TO BECO!\m A BOWLER.-A complete
manual of bowling. Containing full Instructions for
playing ·an the standard American and German games·
together with rules nod systems In use by the prlnclpai
bowling clubs.
No. 64.

HOW TO l\lAKE ELECTRJCAL MACHINES.

-Containing full directions for making electrical machines, inciuctlon coils, dynamos, nnd mnny novel toy s
to be worked by electricity. By R. A. Bennett. Fnl1y
illustrated.
No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.-Contnining a large collection of instructive and highly
amusing electrical tricks, together with illustrations. By
A. Anderson.
No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT-OF-HA ND.-Contalning over fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also containing the secret of second sight.
'Fully illustrated.

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.

-Embracing nil of the latest and most deceptive card
tricks with illustrations.
No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.Showing many curious tricks with figures and the magic
of numbers. By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.
No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.Containing full instructions for writing letters on almost
any subject; f!lso rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters.
No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.
-Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of
lines of the hand. or the secret of palmistry. Also the
secret of telling future events by aid of moles, mars,
·
scars, etc. 'Illustrated.
HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH
No. 77.
CARDS.-Containl ng deceptive Card Tricks ns performed by leading conjurers and magicians.
No. 79. HOW TO BE0O!\m AN ACTOR.-Contnin! ng
complete instructions how to make up tor various characters on the stage; together with the duties of the
Stage Manager, Prompter, Scenic Artist and Property
Mnn.
No. 80 - GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.-Contnlnln g
the latest jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this
world-renowned German comedian.
No. 82. HOW TO DO PALl\lTSTRY.-Co ntnining the
most approved methods of reading the lines on the
b-n nd, together with n full explanation of their meaning.
,\.!so explnln!ng phrenology nnd the key tor telling
tharncter by the bumps on the bend. By Leo Hugo
.Koch, A.C.S. Fully Illustrated.
For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to an,address on receipt of price, 10c. per copy,
in money or stamps, by

HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc.
New York City
166 West 23d Street
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to the Volley ot Death,
Balking a Raid; or, Arletta'• Leap tQr LlbertJ'.
Hunting In the Sterraa; or, Arletta and tlul
Cinnamon Bear.
SX
11 lft~c:.lock-house: or, A.rlett, and tJw ns'fnjh~!n:~skln Traitor: or, The Sieae 1n the

1~~

Holdln&" 11 Herd; or, Arletta•, Fler{ Race
a ~n~t~ Ten Cow-P~ncher1: or, Bea ln• a Ba4
Ci!:~f?t In a Cavern: or, Arletta•, Bhot ln JJa9

13

Dividing the Gold: or, Settl!na a Claim Dlepue..
After the Trall Thleve1; or, Arletta•, Bound..
Up.
And the Pawnee Paleface: or, The Old Hunte11'1
Secret.
Racing a Flood: or, Arletta Shootlna the
Rapids
~a~~Jinto Peter": or, The Fi&"ht at Buckhorn
Escaping Death; or, Arletta•, F!tty Mlle Race,
Lost on the Desert; or, The Luck a Sand Stona
Brought.
And the Broken Gun; or, Arlettn•1 Quick Wit.
F,~fJt~fhJhour3:Vboy a; or, The Doom ot the
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as!eil~~ ~fe~3s. Dip; or, Arietta Fi&"htlng the
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And "Tarantula Tom"; or: The Worst ''Bad
Man" In Arizona.
Silent Six: or, Arletta'• Round-Up tn
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aS~u:!!roken Bow";

or,

The Siege
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Gathering Gold; or, Arletta's Wonderful Find.
His Skill; or, The Shoot-Up nt "Show•
Among the Apaches: or, Arietta and the Death:
Pit.
and the Government Detective: or, Trnckina a
Tricky Thief.
On the Clilfa: or, Arlettn's Desperate

CJiYNi\~

and the Rnnchmnn's Boy; or, The Sheep Herd•
er's Rev{lnge.
and the Rival Outfits: or, A.rietta•s Fight On
the Cattle Range.
With the Cavalry: or, The Fight nt Bear Pass.
Fdfa~.g a Fortune: or, Arietta nnd the Flooded

1255

"

and the Mexican Raiders: or, Exposing a
Cattle King .
and the Dynamite Fiends; or, Arietta and"
the Avengers.
and the Tenderfoot's Legacy; or, Baffling th«
Claim Jumpers.
Helping the Sherilf; or, Arietta nnd the Ex~
press Thieves.
ond the Phantom Canoe: or, Solv::ln&" n Strange
Mystery.
Square Deni; or Arietta and the Rustler'•
Daughter.
PJ~fln~/gt~st Dance;" or, The Charge ot

12156
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~f\~!e C~~~- Miner:

1250 "
1251 "
1252

"

1253 "
1254
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Sfgf

or, Arietta and the Secret

1257 " and "Gold Dust Bill:" or, The Man With the
Yellow Streak.
12158 " nnd the Death Brand; or, Arlettn's Great Risk.
1259 " Pawnee Pursuit: or, the White Flower of- the
Redskins.
1260 " nnd the Mexican Man-Trap; or, Arletta in th•
Robbers' Den.
1261 " Lively Lnr!nt;__ or, Roping the Rustlers.
1262 " Duel with n uozen: or, Ariettn's only Chance.
1263 " Trailing a Treasure: or, Outwitting the Ro~
Agents.
1264 " Ruling fl Ranch: or, Arietta and the Cow GirlL
1265 " Straight Shot; or, Cornered in n Chasm.
1266 " Mexican Mine: or, Arietta Breaking n Siege.
1267 " Hottest Trail· or, Winning a Big Reward.
1268 " Tracking a Horse Thief; or, Ar1ettn nnd th«
Wild Girl.
ll!b"!J " Apache Friend; or, The 1;11dden Gold of the
l'ecos.
For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to 11117
address on receipt of price, 8c. per copy, In mone,- oR
poataire atampa.
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